A Little Forward 


This essay is not a term paper on prisons in America. Rather, it is a document 
of personal disclosure. 

Mr. Patterson has engaged passionately with his American tradition. This is 
to the degree of an exceptionality that is remarkably exposed in this work. He 
has wrestled so intensely with America that he has taken to exile in Europe. This 
is the second exceptionality remarked here. 

I write criticism of academic physics, and do it with some flair. But Alex 
addresses a bigger culture and hierarchy, writing with such passion, poetry and 
structure as to make the third exceptionality of this work. I think that this all 
amounts to a ponderance worthy of your time. 


Michael ]. Burns 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 
October 30, 2009 
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Introduction 

"Ideology is a false totality because it has not appointed its own limits, because 
it is unable to reflect the limitations of its limits . . . Like a planet revolving around 
an absent sun, an ideology is made up of what it does not mention; it exists 
because there are things which must not be spoken of." Pierre Macherey 

The American Prison is a hard book, hard in the sense of 'taking no hostages.' 
'Pulling no punches.' 'Nothing is held back.' It takes those principles to their 
cultural and literary extremities. People and groups, —isms and some — ologies, 
do get hit hard: There are so many fuck-babies out there that even if I wanted 
to censor myself, it would hardly be possible if I wanted to hold onto to the 
smallest fraction of reality and truth. 

There is a quantitatively small but qualitatively powerful literary 
commentariat. The nature of its self-organization gives an appearance of a group 
that is significant in its numbers, which in turn gives the impression that it 
represents a fair, balanced, and democratic coverage of its domain (the world of 
American letters). I could have opened the first sentence of this paragraph with 
"There is a huge literary commentariat . . . ." There you go. 

What's the point, other than the points I've already made? The answer is that it is 
next to impossible to get this title published in the US in its first release and edition, 
assuming that there will be others. But the truth is that an American wrote it. It is 
surely also needless to say that at it's off-limits to the Magi's cumbersome lit mags, 
but who cares about that. Two of the pointless implications being, however, that no 
agent will agent it, no publicist will publicize it, no editor will solicit it, and so on. 

What's the point, beyond that? There is one. There's a big one, which hangs 
around our necks. It makes Dangling Men of us, Baumelnde Manner, Manner 
in der Schwebe. Specifically, that in publishing the American-unpublishable, 
I'm advancing myself deep into the realm of 'impropriety.' (As Sinclair Lewis 
said in his 1930 Nobel Prize acceptance speech, "American professors like their 
literature clear, cold, pure, and very dead.") To be sure, it's a big realm; massive 
actually when you factor in the fact that we're going directly to the heart of 
etiquette and taste, to the notion that our deontic natures exist part and parcel 
with our an thropocene— which in itself is a statement radical enough to be hated 
by all manner of fuck-babies. 

There is one item of that 'impropriety,' which is worth mentioning in the 
context, the context being that this is a forward to a written document: O Loly, 
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then, this should be a thing that is not so terribly complicated in the end, right? 
Indeed. But— namely, and therefore, that in advancing into impropriety in 
this particular mode (publishing the American- unpublishable— a fact which 
I maintain and will continue to maintain until an American publisher decides 
to pick this up), that yes, there will be a perception amongst certain institutional 
groups and individuals of their ilk that I am gerrymandering the process ... if 
you like, a pathetic feint-heartedness that creates a certain disgust especially as 
that perception derives from a desire to reinforce a literary proprietorship. Yes 
I am an impropriator. And I really cannot be bothered further with it. 

I hope that you'll enjoy or somehow be moved by The American Prison; 
a prison that is to follow in the sum of about 40,000 words, constituting, to 
complete a thought, a document that is in and of itself completely insignificant 
when seen from a long historical vantage point of centuries of letters. As all of 
the material in this published collection. 

Allow me though a slight betrayal: A further natural liberty in creating an 
aggressive single-quote imprint-curmudgeon, which you can read a few spaces 
down from this paragraph. We take these old verbal manners as the quaint textual 
locutions of naive individuals from an older time, individuals who wouldn't 
understand ours and who wouldn't want to (we'd call them reactionary, if we 
were semi-literate we'd call them disenchanted curmudgeons, if we were smart 
we'd just read them and reap — apparently we are semi-literate). But that gives 
the intended effect of ephemeral relativism to the words that seem all too often 
spoken only from the graves of great ones; but which we the living would prefer 
to skew to the side so that we may continue the late-blooming and belated death- 
march of our oxymoronic democratic American literature. 

file. That is our modern hope, and by its light 
We have lit upon the gentle, sensitive mind 
And lost the old nonchalance of the hand; 

Whether we have chosen chisel, pen or brush. 

We are but critics, or but half create. 

Timid, entangled, empty and abashed. 

Lacking the countenance of our friends. 

(12-18 Ego Dominus Tuus.) W.B. Yeats 

The Author 
Summer 2009 
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THE AMERICAN PRISON 



Self-portrait of the author aged fourteen, before prison. 
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"Alter Anfang ist schwer. " 
"Im Anfang war die Tat. " 
Goethe 


Life has already been historical. That proves that the American prison system 
is in stasis and degradation. It proves many things. It is important not to pay 
attention to what writers say. Writers say many things and I do not know why 
they feel compelled to do this. It is perhaps a sad habit. Orwell is in an exceptional 
category. His lessons are different. That is a book in itself. If I am lucky this room 
that I am in right now will generate a book. Maybe even a good book, a book that 
will with grit and frothy, down-to-earth idealism state the unstated dimensions 
in American life, the grids if you will. It is not an easy thing given the inherent 
obstacles that a writer's attitude immediately implies, but it is a possibility. The 
dray fields in the American heart are so worthy of much more than the footnote 
that always attends them. It's healthy to have dreams for this book. I don't want 
any adjectives to apply to this book. I have decided, I think, to forego some of my 
financial goals, at least for a while or for the time being, to gather around me the 
needles and eves of a possibly different goal. Perhaps, even, the goal of the 
American prison. The death-delta grit and mull and substance that happens 
between two men in prison willing together in unison and camaraderie the 
formal documents of divorce proceedings with their spouses outside of the 
prison. I have several minor vignettes that I have hidden away on the outskirts 
of what we call the internet, a double-edged medium. I have imprisoned them 
there, so to speak. I certainly do not want them ever republished. They've been 
given a life sentence. They are well written, and that is the problem. They have 
what we could call technical and amoral probity that believes itself to be justified 
by a moral appeal. As well as being very scary. They are scary, a gang of eight 
psychopaths: murderous templates. No paroles, no appeals for them. They are 
there because of the American way of doing things. Since there will be no reprieve 
from this, there will be no reprieve for them. No reprieve for the divorced men 
declaring the bicameral dualism of their joint declaration, no guts spilled for 
their attorneys, just state cash. I hate the rich very much. They set up rules that 
no one can follow except themselves. It's surprising that society doesn't identify 
them for what they are: a cult. That's why some people want them killed as 
a class. In Berkeley there are still lots of people who want the rich killed. If they 
ever are they will only have themselves to blame. Perhaps that is being overly 
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hard, but as a platitude that the truth is often or always hard, it is only a platitude 
because certain people are dense. Nearly everyone in prison ends up there 
because of this factor, each along a different line and plane of grievance and their 
personal murderous (or otherwise criminal, at least by classification) intentions 
and reasons. That is a grid. A shy child doesn't have a chance in that capitalism. 
He has to switch personalities by the time he is sixteen or they will kill him oft. 
Perhaps it is different for girls and homosexuals, less so than for lesbians than for 
gay young men, which may come as a surprise except when you think it through 
and look at the science. We have no reason to ponder at the number of mentally 
ill, who are mentally ill because they got socially ill because of these 
disproportionately weighted and biased social requirements. Those requirements 
are complemented by the forceful bureaucracy of policing and observing human 
beings as if they were nothing more than illiterate but externally readable 
behaviors, tangible items that can be labeled and indexed and stored and 
retrieved, and the physical counterpart, the human body, locked up somewhere: 
(nowhere is there a more tragic representation of this than in contemporary 
American letters, I couldn't let this one go). That's the tragedy that we are kind 
enough to give to ourselves. We think we are so tidy when we are acting in the 
most untidy fashion, kindred to no one. It seems that to be that shy child again 
you need to get an internally focused consensus of self for the different parts of 
your brain, and whatever aspects of memory that may come into play, because 
they definitely will. It is a doable feat. The dense sly phrases of the unthinking 
elites, the real criminals, are a scourge. Look at how they slyly do it. How heavy 
a price we pay. I am fortunately able to say this without swearing under my 
breath, which means I have words still, some words to go yet to build up that 
prison. The meme would suggest that I could then tear it down, that that would 
be what would be expected of the next sequence in the genre of grievance. That 
would be to misunderstand me. It is not a failure to realize deconstruction at any 
price, or even at a given price, because those prices are indifferent to external 
influences, they are absolute and must be paid, like doing time, very much like 
doing time, it is something else though. This thing that suggests its presence in 
us, like bats on a total insect spree, it is anti-enervating, but it is able to slow, like 
a parishioner taken for a deer in a deer park, totalized and frozen out of his 
spiritual wits. That could perhaps spell a permanent state. When I was a child, 
shy but acceptant of new things, and of things that were different, I was somehow 
observant, but not prodigally so - no, it came as a result of the other things. My 
mother and I were on one of our trips, and we stopped at a camping lot at the 
Russian river. The parking lot was in a deep forest shade, the trees reached to the 
sky, and there was a biker family, father, mother, and child. They appeared to be 
there alone, enjoying life. Like she always did, my mother struck up a conversation 
with them, we had no sense of making distinctions across social lines, we were 
not of that at all, which means that we were in and of a different world for many 
years as we traveled across the Northwest, hocking one school for another each 
year. The couple was very open, I remember the smiles of warmness towards us, 
the openness in speaking, almost the desire to speak with us actually simply 
because they desired to speak to some people. They told us directly and without 
a sense of desperation or in any downbeaten or slowed up way or in need of 
anything extra, they explained to us that their son, who could not have been 
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more than nine or so, whose head was bald and very scarred, had taken a fall 
from one of the bikes not so long ago. He had broken his skull, but was in fine 
shape, no damage to the brain or to anything else, just some scars remaining. 
This always happened to us. People telling us everything about themselves, we 
were very good listeners. I was spoken to like an adult, and I carried on to try to 
behave and return my speech and body language accordingly. It became expected 
of me over the years, though it was never spoken. I spent a lot of time near rivers, 
and often swam. That was how we lived. But I had a skull too, and some reaper 
out there was waiting to give me the bill which I would have to pay for the 
demands which I had to fulfill as a shy child who had to be like an adult. When 
the reaper came in my early twenties, he cut hard and he cut deep. Broke my 
skull by breaking my psychological makeup of a permanent adult: for that part 
was destroyed. The collateral damage to the other separate but interacting parts 
of my self and my brain was devastating. Then prison came, the prison of 
American institutions, all of an ilk, and all of them. It is hard to believe that 
people's institutions, which are also institutions of the state, can de-ice themselves 
to such a degree that they creatively destroy a person. That was the reaper, the 
collective machete. That was when I began to notice the newspaper articles 
especially, the television scenes, of real crime and punishment in America. Rape, 
murder, armed robbery, assault, battery, all of it, all of the violence that was 
absolute and not relative like fraud or bribery or extortion or what have you. 
That was the period when I read Mailer and Capote, and found deep succor in 
the academic promotion of law as literature, and the specific genre that Capote 
and Mailer had, it seemed, given birth to with a similar conceptual vein: writing 
as journalism, or journalistic accounts of crime and punishment, real life, case 
histories, as you will (as each man, woman, and child burned up and blown 
around and tom apart, or vaporized completely in Nagasaki were case histories, 
unique and never to be repeated). Unfortunately it did not save me. It was both 
too late and too early. I was not ready for the medicine that I needed: the disease 
had engulfed me before the cure was socially developed enoughor psychologically 
penetrating enough to apply to such a young mind. An older mind was needed, 
and I did not have one: the adult child had been a child's adult which is altogether 
something different. The accounts in the newspapers and the television swamped 
me, I had no defenses. The shy, necessarily observant and adult child was 
beginning to turn into a monster terrified of the fears and ripening obsessions 
that made him so. That's the American prison. That's what ties you up and puts 
a white sheet on the ground for you to die on. Old beds in the homes of relatives, 
terrifyingly lonely and unequipped rented rooms in the homes of other people, 
and the unabiding feed of what had almost overnight become my own obsessive- 
compulsive person, still too shy to heal. Writing is like anti-sex. It's no wonder 
that often enough male writers have different requirements of a woman than 
other men do when they get into bed with her. When you get used to anti-sex 
(writing) you get used to consequences, and a woman is a fascinating being to 
men, if not also to herself: is fascinating in any case. The combination of the 
writer male or female and woman is so obvious that perhaps it should go 
unstated (as if a document could be partially bastardized by doing so, having no 
father-stem, and the stubbornly conservative gentile prizes of the literati were no 
more than a function of one's paired poet of the opposite sex. O girl let me fuck 
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you good so that I can write): still, the stains of sex on mattresses and sheets 
leave a record that is a consummation devoutly to be hoped for, that is how good 
it is, in all truth. 

I rubbed lotion on her shingles as she cried out, "You are a good man, you are 
moral." The subterranean flows can carry me everywhere, they can carry me 
outside of the prison walls and into the walls of a woman's home, her very womb 
- less certain than that I will die, or that she will die, but the coming together in 
that instance is real and defiant. As two men box, one, two, and hold on to one 
another paused in determining the next time and place of the enviable footwork 
and the singular trajectories of arms and hands, the homosexual gene common 
between them, swells the clitorises of female spectators, and the sports writer 
forms plans to bed the one that catches his eye in the crowd and whose eye 
catches his typewriter. It is easier than rape for her as well. Kilgore Trout said, 
'I just effin write.' He didn't need to envision anti-sex as the blood-red corollary 
that is prose, because he just effin wrote it, but he was going to vote: he was sadly 
desperate. That was the way the tarot cards were able to draw him out, and rend 
him through the dray fields. A man like Trout spends a lifetime refusing and 
then getting used to not being summed up, never votes either, probably out of 
indifference and no special commitment. That night after meeting with his friend 
Vonnegut, telling him that maybe it was time he (Trout) start being complied 
and vote, he drifted into the ruthless drudge world of alcoholics, only he never 
did get the chance to vote. He killed himself at midnight after the tarot messages 
were read out to him by an alcoholic tarot reader who he picked up like a disease 
at an A A meeting (he wasn't an alcoholic). KT: Deceased, shortly before the 2004 
presidential elections. Too bad he didn't just effin write and effin #### like he was 
used to. It's nice that Vonnegut related the story, a kind of thing to remember 
Trout by. How's that prison going? We've got word prisons, a lot of them. The 
ultimate logical consequence of racism is genocide. There is no other word for 
'racism' in the Indo-European language compound ('bigotry' just doesn't cut it); 
but the idea is constantly subject to birth by creation (National Socialism). 
That's not true for 'sexism,' which is used by analogy to 'racism' and other isms. 
There are words for it: misogyny, gynophobia, or the Latin horror feminize. But the 
ultimate logical consequence of horror feminae, even if it is not the stated or the 
consciously wrought goal of the aggressive biogroup, is also mass murder, or 
gendercide. China; it is present in the Congo, to my knowledge. Indo-European 
language trap meets the American prison and the overseas alien tribunals, the 
American rape rate and child abduction rate, sundry kill and battery rates. But 
there is a hope from heaven, and it is Mrs. Moore: 'Mrs. Moore! Mrs. Moore!. . . 
Mrs. Moore! Mrs. Moore!' Had I been able to be with her, then in her disposition 
at sea, the final and enervating pall of her life, I may have been completely saved, 
beforehand: and hence in the after-come. There's so much base knowledge that 
we seem never able to tap, much less get a hold of. Reality hits and we can't go 
wrong with reality when we've got the base knowledge. Problem is, we don't: 
It's like the lily reeds in Diego's paintings, they haunt more than they ought to. 
We've got very special ghosts. We've got very special walls. If a language is so 
cumbersome because it cannot remain consistent throughout a needed breath of 
psychoanalysis, then what of prison? More than silence has to remain: more than 
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some stupid event horizon posited by the creepy moths at the universities - 
eminence grises propagating much more than a meme of social control but 
extending from the hygiene factor endemic to prisons and camps to the implant 
of a gene that encodes obligate-parasites such as ricketts. Then we'll all have 
typhus, not just the physically barriered prisoners, not just the institutionally 
incarcerated. People will figure: let's rape while we still can, let's sabotage prose, 
let's plant the upheaval of literary security: They've already done it, the gene is 
as good as complete - it's a fait accompli and people aren't so stupid that they 
can't sense it. Let's rape while we can, nothing to lose - the moths love it. Barbed 
wire and empty soda cans under the bridge on the damp ground - it is a diseased 
place to sleep, yet people sleep there, and therefore urinate and defecate there, 
and spit, and so on. Ricketts: typhus, derived from the aerial arthropod vector 
continuum of virus transmission, of which ricketts is one - without the vitamin 
D to surrender your soul to, your soul becomes that which it has to become: 
diseased, from the body, both diseased, it's not a clear cut matter between the 
two. Because vitamin D intake, and that intake which we do get that also gets 
protected by our immune system - in this hard world - is less certain than death, 
is less certain than that we will die. The hardcoded thread between the intake 
and its associate deficits and mortal certainty is there to see, to behold even: it is 
not controversial. But there are men who would make it so, men who would 
make all such things so if they had the chance: irrational needle heads whose 
minds wouldn't be able to succumb to basic syllogisms or the fundamental 
propositions in logical texts even if they formed the desire to do so: another 
disease, another wreck, another destruction of the pen, the typewriter, the 
keyboard: another destruction of the real and very much needed intent of the 
writer - which is to talk honestly about prison, about every prison that belongs 
to him and about every prison that belongs to others, so that those that belong to 
others he makes his own for the time being, and will not let them go until he has 
penetrated them - to do it with sincerity; to chalk up the dead as courteously as 
possible in his quiet hours, nights if that is what is needed (with the company of 
the owl perhaps) and then remember them as well as he can, to give them 
freedom (to release them from the wheel and the haunted loci), to tell of the 
freedom he has been given by them (grist for everything, the knowledge that the 
dead have that everything is grist - unhinged from cycles, unbound by fiats, 
unnerved by icons). More he cannot do for them, and it is a sad but true tiding 
that there is not much more he can do for man - as if this were not enough, 
which it is not, as if he didn't write from the soil-roots of empathy that are life, 
which may elude until the end. Young soldier said: "I would say that the only 
reason I changed is because Iraq changed." An owl swoops down on his words 
the moment they get heard; they get clawed but resist being torn apart. Then 
they get torn apart. The TV watchers isolate that unique knowing that the soldier 
told of before his image on the screen can move on to the next frame. He gets cut 
off even as the frames roll on, even as the camera keeps its glance fixed on him 
for a few more moments. If he gets killed they'll bring him home to American 
soil under the cover of night by way of a military transport plane: they think 
he's pall-bait to the people, latency with the potential to agitate; a body bag isn't 
enough to keep him out of sight, it is not enough to keep him from talking. They 
allow him to be eradicated. From the beginning he is not part of their biogroup 


20 


(a biogroup that we have no right to eradicate, if eradication means erasing 
traces of its existence, moral existence or physical existence, and the changeable 
but invariant measures between them). These are basic things, crudely told, 
unevenly written about - the hunters string up their kill on crudely wrought 
hammocks stretched across the insides of a small circle of trashed and starved 
young trees; they dump their carcasses there: things that they have gutted. It is 
no miracle that the trashed young starved trees bear the chaos of these rabid 
people; it is simply no surprise. . . it's the crudest form of anti-sex that's being 
written out now, I should apologize but I can't. There is no lineage of gentry to 
my unknown provenance, parried by even the greenest of valleys - unknown 
because it is unknown, knowing that there is no gentry in it because of 
a metempsychosis that buries prose's weight in telling it but can't kill off 
what's left, which is unstated. This is the debit and chalk-up that Gide bored 
himself to death with while writing his Journals. It is what failed his self- 
enervation in The Counterfeiters. Nothing can fail in the presence of that kind of 
failure, where classroom desks are pornographic because they suggest coitus 
on-all-fours and the blackboards scrape as the poet scrapes for the mind that 
killed him first - which is all that's left. Thank God this isn't poetry, there shall be 
no dissertations here - no sudden crises, no superordinate plans, however 
humble, and however groveling; no extraordinary rendition of the private heath, 
no coronations, no gilded awards of establishment grade - but medals for the 
Olympic athletes and the cross-country runners and certificates of merit for 
courage and swimming and the different varieties of physical and mental skills 
for young scouts, who are by their nature just children, not villains, not the fixed 
crop of our future soldiers (who are to be respected as all human beings are), no 
stereotyping of them by the faux liberal establishment, who have vanquished 
liberalism to their shame and to our detriment, leaving the field wide open to the 
Vulcans. If we make rash mistakes when we are children which are innocent but 
are punished for it, it is no wonder that we step up the ladder years later and err 
without innocence, probably still shy and terrified but knowledgeable as children 
never are - and are punished for it. These are real categories which the law will 
not take into account. These basic things need to be recycled every few hundred 
years or so and we are overdue. Bob Marley maintained direct knowledge of this 
fact as far as I can tell, from his music, and from the footage I've been able to see, 
and truly I do mean that and I say it with what I consider unfettered and unafraid 
sincerity; I have informed myself on the basic historicism of the kernel-systems 
that aided him in and made it possible for him to believe what he did believe. He 
made some reference to that knowledge of a need to recycle what becomes 
detritus over and after a few centuries in many of his songs, after all he wanted 
to beat off the barbed sticks of the colonial past still informing the aspects of his 
life and ours, lest we forget. The Rastafarian knew more than you or me, he 
succumbed to the best piece of land he knew which was the land that he made 
in song, believed in in his mind, and with the carry-over aerials (like the osprey 
or the condor) to his fellow man, who gave him back as much as he gave out to 
them, which is after all the great thing. Listening to the music makes me at least 
forget every possibility of Gide's more than mild obsession with his birth date 
and his perceived meaning of its cusp-existence, its unique furrow in that old, 
mean-spirited wheel - about which I feel no need to go into further detail. Gide 
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gave and took, but what he gave out did not return to him in that stream, what 
he took he took from other streams, in other words he stole, he did not give 
anything for it, he didn't pay. Those are essential differences. If these truths are 
too basic or menacingly raw or appear to be coveted by me for the sake of who 
knows what, then I declare myself uninterested. I still have words, I am certainly 
in a race against death but who his not. Without words I would consider myself 
a prostitute to a system, to a nexus of systems, gout-dumb, sheep-fed, and too 
hungry for my own good. A real back-door man with a front-door attitude, 
gritting his teeth like a jealous miser who doesn't know the difference between 
what he loves and what he hates, and so spends most of his time in embittered 
rankling with neighbors and strangers alike - a man who likes his letters 
delivered by UPS, probably not his only endearing virtue. The sad but fascinating 
fact is that he knows he is being sold down the river by men more powerful than 
him, thus his redemptive attachment to UPS. Even without words there is hope 
for me - I would end up in The Park of Remorse in Cuba, with the difference 
from the others there that I didn't want to go anywhere else, but lie there and 
watch the crushed adults circling and the carefree children playing. 

When we have the energy, we don't have the wisdom, when we have the 
wisdom, we don't have the energy. An evolutionary wrinkle. Very coercive. 
Substitute remorse for wisdom, and wisdom for remorse. But don't substitute 
play for energy. As a writer, I am the sum of my writers, I can count them out on 
my fingers; it will take a pretty long time, but I can do it. Being the sum I am not 
equal to them. That is another essential difference: I am my own under the laws 
of equality - it is a merciful vision and fact that all seed-concepts are divulged in 
a piece of literature: it is the only dynamo that the writer has, and writers apply 
it in an almost infinite variety of ways. Like letters sent by UPS in the highest 
sense, it's a stream of original impregnations of the receiver. The writer receives 
as much as his reader, as much he receives from his reader as his reader receives 
from him, as much as his subjects of interest receive he receives from them. It is 
a benign loop. When one stream gets broken off in the returning direction, it is 
not benign, nor is it neutral: it is a sad demise: it is "lacking the countenance of 
our friends," as Yeats said. It is very interesting the way the world is set up with 
respect to the universalism of our seed-concepts: the world takes very little into 
account of literatures' divulgence of them, it takes very little account of how 
thoroughly it divulges and the way it does that. But that is in the worst of times, 
in the best of times the world occasionally listens, and shuts its camps down. 
Reforms its prison systems and its penal codes, and their modes of implementation. 
It is the ultimate breakdown of our iconologies in seemingly permanent states of 
misery. Guilt by association is one of the first casualties, and in the best of times, 
it is so on all fronts. In America the courts extend moratoriums on capital 
punishment, and with luck a higher critique of the electric chair will be written 
up, and the life of punishment and the punishment of life will be re-adjudicated 
in line with that - it is not a complicated proposition. I countered several rivers 
in US territory, I was a strong swimmer and still am. But I could live then, the 
country was different then. Art was not made under the conduction of academic 
seances. Treachery played no inherent leading role yet (and if it did, it shouldn't 
have). Liberalism still had enough grit and good millers in it that the old and 
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venerable gentile prizes were still attainable - still attainable and at reach, 
speaking in particularistic and more basic or general terms. (The reader may 
interpret.) The electric chair could still be critiqued, and it was. The Texas 
governor was still high on cocaine or recovering as far we know. There is no foul 
here; I deserve no penalty. I have been straight. I have made no use of pejoratives. 
I am not virtuous but I venerate the good telling of things, if you will allow me 
to tell it that way. There are not many things as close to the earth as decadence, 
and I reserve the right be decadent and to write decadently - each to his own. 
And I will let the dead bury their own dead out of respect for the respectable 
group and out of a certain willed indifference to the disrespectable group - better 
than that I cannot find it in myself at this point to do, and if I could I am still 
apparently not willing to subscribe to it. This is the way things are. I'm not going 
to pull them down. The payments are already absolute, and life has already been 
very historical, so the future is wide open. Let's critique the electric chair. 
That's a starter. Consider it half-precursor and half-blueprint, more precursory 
intent - Stendhal's way. I will be as radical as required by this document. The 
world is set up in the way a camp is set up - from a distance everything is a series 
and varying combination of interacting parts, mutually indifferent to one 
another; one's private hell becomes succor and yearning. Smooth talking pimps, 
bruised and battered and record-leaving (authorial) prostitutes (stained sheets: 
recorded signatures of the methods of her prostration that get washed away in 
the weekly laundry as books are burned), stuttering geniuses, AIDS, the real- 
time satellite thermo-imaging of population flows in the Congo by NASA for 
Bechtel; the subsequent manipulation of their respective movements on the 
ground, and the death-men on the ground pointed in the directions of agendas 
that they only partly own, and the death and the rape and human dispersal that 
comes of it, and the imperial flows of the corporate centurions into the mineral 
bases now that the fields are cleared and the ethnics wasted. There is much to be 
said here, but I cannot get myself to say the worst of it, it is beyond what my 
mind will allow me to type out right now; more than any of us want to know, but 
as much as some of us do. The knowledge might cause us to split off from 
ourselves, and perhaps it has already. Perhaps it is like that. Perhaps I am 
a symbol of it, a representative of that split, because for the life of me I can't write 
it out. For no other reason could I be that split: my personal birthday is not 
important to me, for a long time I have considered it merely a sensation of 
something that never happened, it's so irrelevant that it signifies nothing for me 
(perhaps there is nothing special about that). If there is something special about 
it, the difference is that life has too soon become historical for me, a means to 
a document. . . an end. There is a stimulus inside of existence somewhere that 
cannot not allow me to become a reference point for an all-encompassing 
argument against simply one thing: Power's on-going destruction of all certainly 
and likely aspects of human beings. The argument absorbs and reflects and 
details as perhaps no other documentary element or thing has ever done. An 
indictment, if you will, but something so at-last relevant to the nature, to the 
cause, and to the effect - these things that human beings find themselves involved 
in, that power would be shown to be a merely contingently fit biological quota of 
privileges, arbitrarily set-up each time that they get set-up. I cannot pay lip- 
service to words, and so I cannot apologize for the appearance of a price being 
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paid for the deconstruction. For it is only an appearance. Oceans only continue. 
Carbon may be limited, but I doubt it. Everything that makes death more certain 
than that we will sleep with a particular woman or a particular man, with no 
reason to forego the bursts of lusts' early and exuberant embraces and pre- 
seminal fluids, is either absolute or has more power than us - is a part of the 
quota system, for which we pay no price but that of our own growing. What 
would we do without our private hells? Maybe nothing. Maybe a level-nothing. 
In more than one way we are planer organisms with no need of extras, living off 
of the dirt of some older elemental trust - as elementary as basic sums, reading, 
and writing, more elementary than that (it could not have been other than 
elementary). I would grasp her to me. I would take her in my arms like Errol 
Flynn might have done, only to find (would you have known) that I am more 
suicidal than her, more drawn to the ocean at night - with the old non-chalance 
of a gifted but crushed Hollywood actor still robed from the day in peaceful and 
alcohol-muting white, bearing it off with the backstretching of his arms almost 
avidly but not quite, just as he climbs into the waves, arms forward. When she 
was away on errands during the day he had lain on the couch in the large living 
room - his testicles dropping out onto the upholstery and stripped of their wrath, 
he had held his breath for several moments. He would not have known about 
Guantanamo: About the dark-skinned man being kicked by black boots and 
clubbed with white batons, leg-ankles dangling on the floor like snails that have 
had their shells taken off of them - the unmoronic American soldiers from 
Appalachia, the mid- west, and other parts, de-schooling themselves in the starter 
sentences, the middle sentences, and now in the totalizing denouements (which 
a denouement should never be). She's so far way now, the fragile synthesis that 
Mary Jane had been able to give to him as she herself fell away. She disappeared 
into some other abyss in the dray darkish fields of the American heartland, 
maybe where kingfishers split the water and parry the unwanted tows and rip- 
tides of the cities, then he shipped off to Iraq. I have to come back to the American 
prison. We have so much to be grateful to George W. Bush for. We can now think 
of the American prison as a moral conception, or as a physical system of 
incarceration and punishment institutions, or as a single place which we call by 
a simple name derived from the local environment or town or ranch or what 
have you; and we can think about someone - a Texas governor as purveyor and 
ultimate executioner (did not he call himself "The Decider"?) of men and women 
on death-row in Texas, some having repented in the name of Christ and having 
said as much, and some for whom a complete moratorium on capital punishment 
would have been justifiably, and even necessarily, implemented. And we can 
survey the extension of not only the practices and methods of that State's prisons 
and prison staff, but also of the well-fitting mental habits and decision-making 
processes of the gov - to another place, a place normally beyond our conception 
altogether, moral or otherwise, a place called Abu Ghraib. I could tell some 
stories about the man when he was the gov in Texas. Stories altogether founded 
and true. But they are indexed in the archives of the newspapers and on the 
internet. He is, as they say, history - one not be repeated. These days I like to just 
half-comprehend things, not enter the full cycle of the thought, but not to 
abandon it, not to let it go without pulling the fundaments out of it: like when 
little children are walking along the beach or anywhere else, with a daycare 
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guide or someone other, I like only to let-up for the half-sorted-out but nonetheless 
clear comprehension of their, the children's, potential as human beings not 
having to suffer war as victims or makers, and the other shades of grey in 
between of which there are many, just a quiet appreciation of the fact, the very 
fact itself, unobtrusive, its presence felt and known - just like looking at the 
glory of the grey cliffs in Yosemite, or even in Tenerife, maybe after a long life, at 
40, especially in Tenerife. Where should our Marines actually be? If we had our 
priorities only l/100 th straight they would be guarding the remaining poached 
populations of mountain gorillas in the Congo and Nigeria from the trophy- 
trade of body parts and the faceless and wanton massacre of a complete family 
group; the contrary biogroup being the complex web of cached men in the service 
of ethnic militias in the service of defunct state armies and every combination or 
disattachment and convenient decouplings and recouplings. If we lose the 
gorillas unfortunately we will not have sealed our own fate either; if this sounds 
like featherbreading rot, then the thought is free to be burned, else, I suspect, 
not. It is worth looking into. Are we so naive as to think that the satellite imaging 
contracted by Bechtel from NASA; the little Trumans Foster Dulles's sitting in 
some anesthetically deceptive board room with the use of Canon or Fujifilm 
photoelectric technology for the demonstration to the titans of the population 
movements on the ground into the national parks, is not known of by Cheney, 
Schultz, Baker, Bush Sr., other Bushes, et. al and company? Come. Chomsky, 
whom I admire not, has said that these very people and their like and ilk have 
consciously as a group decided to let most of Africa simply perish from AIDS 
and hunger. It is worse than that, and that would be the heart of darkness that 
Chomsky never goes deep enough into to even care about, for he truly doesn't 
and is congenitally incapable of it; his mind has no such sense of intricacy, his is 
the mandarin and his is the manufacturer of consent in his own academic domain 
just as those whom he accuses of those attributes, the inquisitor that he really is. 
That is dangerous for the populations on the ground in Africa since we listen to 
an old, cranky man, who has no offer of moral guidance or sense for detail. Even 
private, casual words among friends and associates, as Bechtel Sr. noted, can be 
unsuspectingly effective and often suffice entirely at this level; and as often as 
not are to be found lettered in company policy statements and directives in 
greater quantity and more distinctive quality than in their business models, for 
good reason: the use of euphemisms and pejoratives, often defined by negation 
when the negation has already occurred by the dictionary definition of those 
two words. That is the slyness with which such things are written and employed 
and then jargonized for and by the respective group. It keeps the guiding notions 
and principles and directives more effective and untranslatable and opaque to 
others outside of the group. I want to make a number of things clear. 
Yesterday's intrusion into Syrian territory by the American military was declared 
a success by the American government, but was declared a "terrorist act" and 
a "war crime" by the Syrian government, specifically its foreign minister in 
London as he was preparing for talks with the British government. I want to 
recount the following for the record. The press is today reporting that Syria is 
reporting that several civilians including "some" (other times referred to as "two" 
by the Western press) children were killed. Yesterday afternoon however the 
BBC reported that the "few international journalists attending the funerals" were 
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"reporting the same numbers" and according them the same distribution of age 
groups. That's now in the record. I'm done, there is no room for the memory-hole 
now, and the international journalists at the funerals are known quantities. When 
I was working as a contracted software consultant for several months in Saudi 
Arabia I was on site in A1 Jubail. This is the place where the blown-out Iraqi 
tanks from the First Gulf War were shipped to for forwarding. They had been 
blown-out completely by American missiles with the hard uranium metal type 
that is the thick exterior of their head, to penetrate the cabin and come out the 
other side as a hole with the delimited circumference approximate to the open 
vagina of an elephant, with the human beings inside already pulverized. This 
resulted in depleted uranium confounding its presence as tiny particles of dust 
in and around and on the blown-out frames, the soil, the air, which flows. There 
is footage on the internet of men on the tarmac jetty of the A1 Jubail port moving 
and dressed in white mopsuits and head-and-mouth-cover and white plastic 
stretch-gloves, clone-like receiving the tortured and contaminated metal tortoises 
onto the massive concrete docks just in from the jetty. This is where I worked, ten 
years after the 1993 footage which had been two years after the war. The smell of 
the ammoniac and chlorine bum-off from the night was rancid in the morning 
there, every morning, you had no choice but to suck the stuff in since it was the 
only oxygen available, and people had died there in that city because of it. I had 
a source, a Saudi friend. I had to cover my nose and my mouth when I walked 
from the company provided SUV to the sandy, droll and evil offices. Three- 
hundred-and-sixty miles round trip each day, the death-carrion of dogs swiped 
off the madmax desert highways and onto the side-bars of the roads, religious 
and industrial police patrolling the concave pool-like and massive indentions in 
the ground under and around and banking up towards the truly desolate 
overpasses, the deadly highways where half a car on the sand-bar on the right or 
on the left of road was the basic rule. There were no photographs allowed in the 
Kingdom, and that rule was especially sensitive in a key industrial and former 
American military port zone like A1 Jubail. As with photographs, so with Crosses. 
On the stops along the daily morning and afternoon journeys for gas at Ras 
Tanura's Indian laborer living-death-station, sleeping in the garages and 
urinating and defecating and even showering on the same floor basin of the tiny 
cement hut lavoratory located out towards the sand, which is where I urinated 
every morning, observing the relatively neat hygiene of combined shower and 
latrine and sink and drinking fountain; as I stood there, my penis in my hand 
and with great relief urinating the coffee out that I had sipped crossing the King 
Fahad Causeway, and onward through Khobar into the western desert but north 
along the tapline, I felt yet with a consciousness of a simultaneous anti-enervation 
of my physical health that I knew could not last forever and would come back to 
get me in some way from this place, and the skewedness of observations and 
experiences of absolute foreignness, while yet fascinated with the real surviving 
and true acceptance what your eyes tell you, I felt life, to that necessary degree 
only. That is the difference. That is the future of a choke-hold. Let me record that 
the company who was contracting me out to the Saudi company asked me to 
sign a piece of paper written in Arabic that I had not taken any photographs nor 
participated in any espionage in A1 Jubail. The Saudi manager of the company to 
whom I was contracted, called me in to his dim but large office and stated to me 
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"If you have nothing to hide, you have nothing to be afraid of." He was under 
pressure from the religious and regional state police no doubt to get me to sign, 
that was obvious. I do not remember what I told him, but I did not sign. He was 
not an evil man per se, and his voice was soft and gentle and comforting, like so 
many other Saudis there. But he was capable generating and setting in motion 
the consequences of evil and being perfectly aware and probably comfortable 
with it. I could tell many stories that would thereby be put on public record 
(I would make sure they got there) about my stay in that Kingdom. But one 
general statement, that is of a particular time and geographical and human space 
in my life and the remaining colonial powers including mine, and so deserves 
concern about our objectives and perceptions - enough said there: the Saudiized 
American and British expatriates who had settled there were human drones 
working for Aramco and its parasitics. Their presence was the simple presence 
of the US State Department and its quiet but deliberative branches and outlet 
stations. These inveterate ones, the ones who had stayed for decades, were 
married to Filipino wives and they had the mindset of serial killers. They were 
lazy and ruthless, more ruthless than the hierarchically-driven Sunnis who ruled 
there, and ruled the Shia in the company by setting discriminatory "grade-level" 
ceilings on them in the corporate management grid, as one would grade 
a computer bot: programmed out of the possibility of moving up the ladder 
above code N, N for number. If by some grand and monstrous coincidence any 
one or few of those American expatriate traitors (for they were traitors) were to 
get to a position near or at the highest political echelons in the American 
government, they would set as their first priority the enslavement of the American 
people via the totalizing numbness of Orwellian fogs, and that is a fact. They 
would try to Saudiize America but do so without Islam, as the Bush clan has 
already come a long way towards accomplishing. Otherwise these other 
American expatriate fiends would simply return to urban sprawls like Sacramento 
where their incognito would be sufficient for them to manage multiple and serial 
murders and rapes and abductions. This is the truth and I do not place it up for 
debate; I reserve the right to be criticized or annulled or lambasted or tom-up or 
ripped-up by writers or critics or journalists or politicians or whomever, or 
murderers or assaulters, but I set a standard of argumentation that I retain in the 
space and the gravity of basic ontogenies, unable to be riven by gulls as long as 
their writer lives. Like a dragon to its rider when their rider dies or is silenced by 
some form of annulment or the absolute of death, the ontogenies are adoptable, 
they are adoptable in any case. I record that I met more good and decent and 
well-meaning and well-intending Saudis in Saudi Arabia than I met one American 
or British expatriate employed there of whom the same could be said - for there 
were absolutely none; and I was exposed socially and in labor to an equal number 
of both. That is indicative, and allows this movement into the public record and 
public domain to re-take history, to re-settle it with the real intention of the writer 
(whose intention is neither to produce literary or intellectual statelessness nor 
forced or coerced migration or any manner of marginalization), which is what 
we have to do - and then move on, conscious and instinctively committed 
nomads, yes, by that means, the means and the habits of the nomad, to reign in 
the forged balance sheets of history, intellectually ill-funded to bear a true 
account and reckoning of the chart off accounts at the heart of our universe, as 


27 


far as we will ever be able to know it. Perhaps it is the case that at a deeper level 
my thoughts are not important except in so far as they correspond at perhaps 
a deeper level with the unending ocean of musings that human beings quantize 
with their every living moment, like in Mark 8 where Jesus says he sees men as 
trees. I bathed in ash as a child, holding myself up in the dry fireplace with my 
toys shoring me in; here my parents found me; I went down to the running mud 
creek at the bottom of the embankment at our house in Glenwood Glade, and 
covered my body with mud there; I went on a hike up into the hills with an older 
boy who was later hit by a car and we found a dead skunk, which was badly 
odorous and swam upon the winds for a while as a septic-tank might, heavy 
though it may be. I fell asleep on the kitchen counter, I fell asleep everywhere, 
I was a dazed and shy and sleepy little pugh child at five years old, on that 
Halloween I was Winnie the Pooh. When our poodles. Chanson and the other 
one, were found poisoned dead by garden chemicals in our little lane of bushes 
along side the single level ranch house, my mother blamed my father for planting 
the poison. I learned of this blame at that time or later as the years passed, it does 
not matter now, for the memory is not surpassable if it ever was. But it was so: 
I am certain my father did this, I have reasons. I have synthesized everything 
I have ever read, and everything that I have ever written, one with the other, the 
other with the one, each to its own beginning and to be at an end someday, and 
obeying the laws of God, and God said, "I will send you a Protector, the Spirit of 
Truth, which does not enter into the world; and he will teach you all things." It 
was thus in Berkeley when I looked over at a man walking on the other side of 
the street (there was the California sun brightening the sidewalks that day) that 
I saw his spirit move with his mind, as a literal item, quantifiable had there been 
some special being to measure it. It was an elemental growth which probably 
threw Moses when he lived; rather as gnomes hitherto undecided as to their 
descent to the weights of man's quantizing, now decided and descending and 
breaking the uncreated light for a momentary seethe of ravishments and relishes. 
I cannot say more about it. I do not know more about it. In writing this I have to 
be careful to move away from it for a while when it feels like it is tackling too 
much of my energy. This I have to keep in mind. I need intake from outside of 
this document which is my measured response to the world. I ask you, how can 
any man or woman afford to make anything other than measured responses to 
the world? Can they afford the chaos of the Texan's hell - this man's Mansonesque 
mind of horrors and its acts? He has presided over tens of thousands of deaths, 
and the likelihood is that it is more, and it is a natural event in the world that we 
will never know the exact sum. He is of no kin and of no kind to me. Although 
I never consented to the marriage, I have divorced him, I have willed it as 
a companion-declaration from my respective cell in the American prison 
(I promise that I will write it out and submit it to lawyers, this is not an extension 
of a metaphor), myself my own cellmate as I go out onto the prison yard track 
and run the mile faster than any man has ever run it; and then hurl the stopwatch 
into the sun; quiet but never again indifferent, my hair and the muscles in my 
legs and the endurance in my chest my own, never again susceptible to 
a governor, a warden, or a committee. I want to see the venerable institutions of 
learning shown for what they are: havens. Havens for individuals and classes 
who have orchestrated the unnatural and unafforded value on their papers of 
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certificate and membership, which they have moved into the parts of the law 
that makes unnecessary and undeserved profit and privilege for them: we cannot 
afford this, we never could; it is what grown men and women have held on to for 
five hundred years. For the highly venerable institutions the respective classes 
have over time orchestrated the continuation of the orchestration. The natural 
pale is violated as long as this continues. This should be a capsule and a cocoon 
for a legal ontogenesis, which is but bred and continued from a time before the 
writing of this and immemorial, and if it is not in my time, then I let it hold out 
to another generation, it will hold out in any case. I will lay waste to the havens 
without hurting a soul. I will not have to subdue anyone, no one will have to 
subdue any one, and nothing will be done on my behalf, for I am not at such 
a level of importance. This book is inoperative to genre; it is not pure fiction, it is 
not pure drama, pure journal or diary, pure poetry (that much is clear), nor pure 
non-fiction or biography, or novel - whatever that may mean now. With these 
words a fiat. I divorce my life from the existence of George W. Bush. With these 
words a fiat. I divorce humankind from him. He's finished. There shall be 
moments of grace and relief by tearful grieving with his end, with his exit; and 
the hardened shyness of our lives and our selves, abetted by a civil death that 
was thrown upon us, will take one or more of many roads, that much is obvious 
. . . but the man's personal highway to hell with us is over, we're dropping this 
cocaine addict hitchhiking in the desert with the hubris of squaw demons 
haunting him to his grave, which will be un-resultant and reviled. You cannot 
imagine that day? It will come; someday you will not need to believe in ghosts, 
you will know all of them. A good, well-told document can bring people back to 
life as it was before the omens of an oncoming pale started their menacing 
seances with us. Only ghosts believe in ghosts; but those of us who know, who 
know the ghosts as a matter of course in life, are unworn from birth; we reject the 
believers, whose minds are carried along not by thought and life but by excuses 
for them or against them, excuses. We send the Marathoner, who has not executed 
the warden or the commissioner's wife (for that is the writer's thought not his), 
we send him to rescue the writer, the man with the pencil, the pen, the keyboard, 
the scratches on paper and electronic parchment, the man without a watch who 
tries to tell the time, who lives on the sea, above the sea, in from and out of the 
sea, but cannot walk, as the Marathoner can. The Marathoner never talks to me, 
he lets me watch him, his hewn but humble glide, that is not quite a glide, but 
something more of a wrestled antelope turned into a tiger by a god, the humility 
and the strength of him. So he guides me, by letting me watch him run. It does 
not look as if even he ever attains a runner's high, it does not appear that it is 
something operable to his knowledge of his terrestrial life, such as it is, such as 
is ours; in that sense his walking is like mine, I have something in common with 
him that is as essential as a minimum quantity of a specific vitamin substance to 
the body. No wands, no batons, an affirmation of sweat and the man-out that he 
was, confined to himself and no other, now an example of a lettered sustenance, 
he has helped me. I do not know if he has saved me. It is dependent on my level 
of depression, it is not absolute but it seems so sometimes in moments of repose 
and contemplation on prison yards and the sun and the weights and the tattoos, 
and the rapes, the spoon-knives, the belated carrions - which is like a repeated 
morning sickness when the repose is lost, vodka and tomato juice for breakfast 
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every morning, with white, sickened bread. Sickle-cell anemia, the lice and 
tuberculosis and opium-addiction of the Russian soldiers sent off to Afghanistan 
thirty years ago, American soldiers captured by the Viet Cong, shipped off to the 
constancy of the Russian Archipelagos to rot in experimentation wards and labor 
camps and asylums: The American prison, Nixon with ours and Carter with 
theirs' would have no less. That is the straight telling of things, beleaguered as 
the prose is, as black and white as your faked righteousness could ever want it 
to be, without sources, without footnotes, they're to be found in dreary archives 
and homely comers. Here is what the commander of the armed forces of 
Columbia said some days ago in relation to cases of human rights abuses 
involving civilian 'kills' perpetrated by his soldiers, versus 'kills' that result not 
in immediate death but in coercion by torture: "A terrorist converted into an 
informant is useful as long as he or she lives." That's his alternative to killing 
vagrants and manual laborers to register them as 'kills' for his quota and benefits 
system (paid leave by the killer soldier, etc.). I won't use irony here as 
a discriminating tool as there is no need for the deconstruction of his words and 
his mentality. Further to that, we move on, to adjust our surroundings: Iraq 2005, 
Brigadier General Janis Karpinski is used as a scapegoat without being charged 
for orchestration or foreknowledge or involvement in the war crimes at Abu 
Ghraib, not even yielding a false positive, demotion approved and then permitted 
by George W. Bush in April of that year, Rumsfeld's acts erased from testimony, 
Karpinski replaced by former head of Camp X-Ray at Guantanamo Bay: the 
American Prison, in toto. A writer can't choose his topics, they choose him, his 
subjects, his themes, his selves, it is not avoidable; I cannot choose where I write 
or the quantity, and of qualities I leave that to philosophers and the standby 
assassins: the person-killers too lame to let biological blood, they bloodlet in 
name only providing the dumb Texas reaper and the spinning circles of the 
Vulcans cover for their real-life atrocities of blood that flows as liquid: I have 
obtained my runner, I have set-out the prison, I have lamed the establishment, 
which is not established, and the sickness of my diaries is fundamental, cannot 
be denied, as my runner cannot be denied, as my interrogation cannot be denied, 
as my healing is like the white water chutes in large American rivers calming 
downstream to the quantized wavelets and rapids; knifed into being like the 
flowing mind of the Birdman had to knife the guard at Alcatraz that he may live 
on to write a book on this history of Federal Penitentiaries in America, which is 
no excuse and no apology, I hold no stock with those notions. I do not care what 
a mean reader says, as little as I care about what writers say. I must remain 
a realist and humble so that I am careful enough to ensconce the evolving 
intentions of what I want to write. God please help me to stay sane, to disencumber 
the blue psychotic winds by breaking out the stories in my mind and sweating 
out the wild encumbrances of them in my body. I wanted to use one of 
Eisenhower's propositions, that "freemen everywhere" should not forget that 
the weight of the pack to the soldier is not as heavy as the chains are to the prisoner. 
That's a multi-edged knife. It includes the knifing into consciousness that our 
prisons are event horizons draped with the blithe ghost town palls (the army 
and the police) curtaining off every chance for a resurrection of America's dead 
and gone conscience, that weirdest of constructions. When those event-pales get 
violated by the FBI or the ATF or the NSA or the IRS or ISI or the Treasury or the 


30 


CIA (which they do, the recidivists that they are), we can count on it that as 
historical archives are locked away from us and so truth deprived from us, our 
personal existence is being usurped. Shoring ourselves up against this ends up 
destroying foreign countries and killing their people and their children. 
Eisenhower's mind was not gentle. I am paying for this: Those moments of 
judicious fire need to be hemmed in before they light up the rest of the forest. 
I cannot maintain the differences, I must break out of that prison and breath 
sometimes, breath and hurl the stop-watch into the sun after my run, away and 
out from me, where I walk on the penitentiary grounds; men in bicameral 
outdoor weightlifting gyms (the equipment is luminous in the sun and the 
cement glare of the cement walls) are somatically unconscious of outsiders' 
conceptions of them (they are too busy staying alive inside - which upon much 
closer inspection shows many modes, none of which are in conflict with any 
other). That is a great thing, and it is a horrible thing. I am in love with it and 
I am repulsed by it. I rise to it with the erotic requirements of a deadened but 
swelling groin, and with the moral conception of the structure of evil attending, 
like an elephant with a large albino penis, a structural flag that is a rainbow of 
colors and flies above the sea on a low cliff where the swells crash in from the 
Atlantic on an island off the coast of North Africa, and you would be happy to 
die there and forget literature; but there is an aftertaste. Literature is written to 
change the world, not merely represent it - in doing the one, it does the other. 
Thirteen years ago I wrote that the literary document needs to be redefined, and 
stated my intent. I put it in my Diaries, or Histories on Unity, which I wrote in 
several parts, and tested it there, as I did with all of my thoughts and renderings 
in that period. I was running a colossal effort at denuding my ego and limiting it 
to the barest functions required. I was getting away with a massive underground 
literary effort. I do say that it was colossal because I achieved what had been 
circulating in my mind for years, and when it came it came suddenly and did not 
stanch - it was definitely a bleeding. The many books I had intaken over the 
years I brought to a common understanding in repeated entries, effective 
genealogies of my world in so far as it was bound to the other world, the 'real 
world,' whose existence I sought to assure myself of through a nexus of seed- 
concepts that were available and accessible to me (I cannot use the article 'the' 
here). I assessed Hiroshima and Nagasaki and Dresden as a structurally moral 
complex, rife with elemental data to be sought and mined and re-constructed 
but not taken away. It was something that I wanted to address. I thought there 
were cases that could be recorded individually, case after case discovered and 
unearthed. That was my hope, more precisely it was my wish. The wish turned 
out to be enough - located as an ideal truth and a regular given, it sufficed 
entirely for me. The set of hypothetical challenges coalesced and I managed the 
total empathy I had been searching out. I wrote of the denuding of my ego and 
the embryonic elements that come from this, specifically the resistance to evil 
that I discovered very soon was endemic to it. I found my embryo. It became 
central. I wrote nonstop, I wrote of everything. I had Stendhal, Gide, Semprum, 
Marx, Lukacs, Styron, Solzhenitsyn, Dreiser, Capote, Mailer, Ibsen, Joyce, Tolstoy, 
Orwell, in my mind as I wrote. I wrote of a basic category in all, of a linguistic 
assumption of morality. Morality became not what philosophers and many 
grammarians and like-minded jurists say it is - which vary, but have one thing 
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in common: that it is existent, be it a modal force or another grammatical 
derivation or whatsoever. Existence can be denuded and destroyed. It is easy to 
denude large parts of existence by destroying a small part of it - things fan out, 
I do not hold this up to argumentation: it is a given. Morality is creation. It is not 
a concessionary resource for philosophers or other minders and miners: it's not 
cobalt - it's not a corporate asset in the heart of a divided land with divided 
peoples (the body divided, the heart divided). It is not something that is able to 
orchestrate genocide in the Congo or in the mind or anywhere else. I say rather, 
let the bicameral human male break down so far to his core and just prior to the 
ovens and furnaces of his responses, let him break down that far and let us see 
how he comes out of it. Include the CEOs and the philosophers and the blighted 
critics and as many pretenders as you can. Will he take responsibility for the 
whole aspect of his wrongs? Can he be made that shy while understanding - 
while accepting, acknowledging - that he is not innocent? Will he be able to 
sustain the consciousness of prison and incarceration as structural, which is 
a bashful but coherent and eventually reassuring consciousness? Will he be able 
to create? That is the only way he will come out of it and not die again. I am 
moving away from this now. The religiosity that comes with intense concentration 
on what one considers to be the flags of consciousness is engrossing, and 
therefore exhausting. And it is always a possibility that a man is being a fool or 
that he is being made a fool of. I don't own any of this. None of this is mine ... 
certain things are very basic, being a fool is just part of it. God bless the fools. Get 
back to your center, fool. Investigate auditory hallucinations in oral histories by 
reverting to Rowan Oak and the hard canvassing of alcohol and language and 
a man begging and receiving at the local asylum shock therapy on and off again 
for years, that relieving of himself in his pants and castigating his country's past 
and its resultant present ... by telling all that he can; that and more. Combined 
with the constant grind of the rails and the steam of the moving train the man 
chews on hardened and molded bread. Grinding. Girded. Tired. More tired than 
most men can imagine being. Just wanting a cell to curl up in, and slide into 
oblivion like a dying fetus. I wonder if that's how it is. I know that's how it is. 
I know in a way that I never got the chance to learn anything else and still 
remember. It's the American prison. It is the next repetition of it. It's my structural 
idiom. I am no less than it, there is a firm equality, I am dug in with it, to die with 
it an equal death. That is reassuringly dire. It is not a handsome sight. It's the 10 lh 
exponent of the war on teen pregnancy, then the war on crime, then the war on 
drugs, then the war on terror, all the time the fathers warring on their sons, all in 
a sequence that doesn't kill anymore (Gide's poet is dead also). The scars are so 
hardened now that a lord of war couldn't make them raw again regardless of his 
weapon of choice (I have so decreed it). Lord knows. Ghosts may be ancestral 
but we have genealogies of meditated havens that prefer quiet doses of sexual 
affection and Siddhartha-gazes: with Jesus Christ, it is the finest thing 
(a Feuerbachian Marxist would tell it so). A new evolutionary run could prove 
otherwise, but it is another species and a whole new group of beings that will 
have to worry about that not us. But in the camaraderie of the tired tirelessness 
that may be our undoing or that may be our saving grace we can at least wish 
them well: this species of choice, since for man evolution is not possible because 
man cannot reflect upon his pre-evolutionary state. It is like the speed of light: 
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accelerated velocities must be solved, else they would have to be written in 
a different book. Such a criminal state of perfection we cannot ask more of. If 
I were a boy again down by the baseball diamond where the dusty valley plateau 
embanked down to the dried up summer river bed, a long king snake crossing 
my path, if I were that boy again down at that river, it would have been a blood 
game (fortunately reincarnation has not been so effective). The tadpoles in their 
remaining clear water pockets in the dried river floor ... I to this day do not 
know how it came that they pushed the species forward. I had a blood brother 
then (we cut our fingers with our pocket knives and pushed our two fingers 
together and held them so until the drawn blood had mixed to our definition of 
a proper ritual having been performed). Brad, he was half-Indian, white father 
and Indian mother. Father an architect, mother I do not know what she did or 
was about, where she was, but she was not there. Carmel valley. That was a treat. 
Inland from pacific Carmel to the valley of the 1970s. Hearst, Gilmore, Manson, 
Lennon's Walls and Bridges, Eastwood. Cocaine and serial abortions: That was 
Linda. Fifteen years later little Megan (Linda's daughter, tomboy pixie sprite she 
was then at ten, running through the fern in the valley shades down at the creeks 
where the hidden bridges evaded the small roadways), who was ten when I was 
eleven and stroked my little magic wand even then, tried to have me get her 
pregnant fifteen years later. I wasn't very magical that night, though I did try. 
Literature is infinite. It is the Spirit of Truth. It is also the Earth. We're like stars 
there - what need have we of satellites. What need of packaged food. Only needs 
of habit which tyrannize. Dostoevsky wrote that tyranny is a habit, that the 
tyrant and the citizen cannot coexist in the same person. Is that not true of 
bibliographers who junk footnotes and sources for fuzzy search words? It is true 
of them. I do need a metaphor now. Let me think. Okay. It is not worth it. I can't 
find one anyway, the ones that I can think of are not pivotal and are crass and 
envy -ridden. Forget it. We have to respect young people's ignorance when they 
are ignorant. They're too young to know and that is as it should be. It is too bad 
that in growing up they have to start knowing. Are you going to tell me that 
some bibliometrician is going to go up to a young person pregnant and ill with 
the new ecstasies of poetry, so taken and obsessed that he's trying to embody 
himself with it - that this kind of guy or woman is going to go up to that young 
person and comfort him with some gentle knowledge to salve his mind, even if 
just for a few moments? I doubt it. Literature is infinite. You can only quantize it 
as a learning gnome descending by metempsychosis to the arcane state of man. 
That can do it, nothing else. And then the world will be full of stories, blossoming 
like the stretched stomach of a pregnant woman and the browning of her 
aureoles. What happens when a man's writing a sentence (the god of manifest 
tautology, American Janus, says: it is freedom and incarceration)? So many 
activities are going on. Imagine what happens when you try to tell a story or 
write a poem. It gets infinite right there, a black hole sun. Surpassing trenchancy: 
A veritable bloody owl as Earnest wrote. Probably more than that. Like a walnut, 
that's what the poets write ... and the technical men think that we can live 
without them. Come. Cum. Said the muse, the supergirl. Let me in, said I. I'm 
just a poor beggar in search of God. I've read those Russian texts on pilgrimage. 
The supergirl is my Mecca, she is the path on the dried-earth ledge at the end of 
which stands the White Cross in the mountains northeast of Thessaloniki. She is 
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not ridden with anything. No man no woman can gull her. She is the supergirl 
(and supergirls don't cry). She's got the poet by his balls, those wiry testicles 
balloon for her, she sucks the cum off like a nymph, but she is no nymph she is 
just thorough. She has to clean the man somehow. She can't leave his crotch to 
dry and smell and she knows this. She's like a mother-dog after the cum, or 
a mother-cat. She has dirt to heal him with and the man is only allowed to finger 
her. The cunt of a woman cannot be prodigal because it is a female thing - only 
male stems are prodigal, sons returning to the father, and so on. That difference 
is the essence of her brim and grass, which unlike the phallus is unsurpassable, 
one can only pull back the grass and engage at the brim to peel out the labia and 
gaze at that tulip: It is thorough. Literature is infinite. If I morally descend when 
in the auto-transition from writing as a human being to writing as a male (who 
is a lustful creature) to a lecher who wants to pop the cherry and rend the hymen 
of every maiden on earth, then it is what it is. A wrinkle in the moral lobe, 
irreversible and bounded and constant as the speed of light is to reference 
systems. I cannot help it: I lust, therefore I literally am. Therefore are my children. 
Therefore are my grandchildren. Therefore art Thou. Therefore is the carceral 
state. It is logical. It's the warden's hymn and the governor's enervation, but it is 
the runner's stopwatch and body and chalked mark on the track floor which 
cannot be seen by the outside world - that watch and body and mark is the only 
source of words that the writer has, in the end that's all he's got. If his voice is 
silenced he always has more words. It's all a circle. Do I have anything to say at 
all? God's not dead but Gide is. A certain conception of God died with Gide 
though. It was my conception, a conception that can only come out of the digs of 
a diarist. But that conception is much too difficult to explain. I can see the price 
of it hanging in the air hinged to the seed-concept of unattainable foods, the 
price sent rocketing by commoditists and the lie of scarcity. So the conception 
has become a commodity to me which I cannot afford to gamble any of my 
money on. I have that much of a deconstruction and the price was high enough 
for that. Perhaps on a separate piece of paper I could tell all about it. But I can't 
do it here. If you can't get beyond your own truths, then you'll get caught by 
them and people will start to enjoy their own captivity and promote the captivity 
of others in traditional environments: prisons, and the whole system of them. In 
writing it can come off as an affectation. Don't pay attention to what writers say, 
they're unknowingly lending credence to the wardens and the governors and to 
the more intelligent guards (who know a thing or two, writers have depicted 
guards with an almost incomprehensible ignorance and conceit and arrogance, 
who of them has ever done a study of a guard's consciousness?). Writers think 
that they know wardens and governors (authorities of the state, authorities of 
legal and illegal corporate personas) better than others and better than the 
wardens and governors know them. Because they expose them, they vilify them. 
It is not true. The wardens and the governors know more about writers than we 
would think, truly much more than the writers would like to think - the genre is 
disturbingly moot, but not out of necessity. They know what the writers are up 
to. It is up to the writer to find out what they know and to expose them and vilify 
them then and there - in the end only that will allow the writer to truly get at these 
people. That is the truth. "Will you won't you want me to make you. I'm coming 
down fast but I'm miles above you." That is a caution to writers, deconstructionists. 
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hacks, fags, les's, bi's, transvestites, straights, whores, pimps, gigolos, agents, 
publishers, lawyers, grammarians, poets, critics, poeritics, everybody who 
means anything, to start getting it right. "Will you won't you want me to make 
you. I'm coming down fast but don't let me break you." That is a threat: Watch 
out, I can use the caveat as flint. "See you see, I am quite serious. I won't take any 
hostages and I'll use all of my fail-safe mechanisms. The warden will die." Here 
is something Orwell wrote about in his short story Shooting an Elephant which 
pertained to some of his routine sights as a police officer in Burma, where the 
largest prison in the British Empire had been built near Rangoon at Insein: "I had 
already made up my mind that imperialism was an evil thing and the sooner 
I chucked up my job and got out of it the better. Theoretically - and secretly of 
course - 1 was all for the Burmese and all against their oppressors, the British. As 
for the job I was doing, I hated it more bitterly than I can perhaps make clear. In 
a job like that you see the dirty work of Empire at close quarters. The wretched 
prisoners huddling in the stinking cages of the lock-ups, the gray, cowed faces of 
the long-term convicts, the scarred buttocks of the men who had been bogged 
with bamboos - all these oppressed me with an intolerable sense of guilt." So 
I will not apologize. Rastafarianism is no different from this conscientious 
expulsion of the bowels that Orwell wrote out of himself. Orwell and Marley 
represent a distinct and marked continuum, like a gender mole shared by two 
brothers who can no longer stay at arms length from each other. Something has 
to change in the world. Or I'll boil over. America didn't give me the defective but 
solid tenets that England gave to Orwell. It doesn't have it go give. I accept that. 
But I accept the consequences also, and as England had to accept 
Orwell's consequences, America will have to accept mine also, in or out of court, 
whether or not the ATF blows Orwell's elbow off - ghettoed snipers littering 
Agamemnon's floor, ghettoed like Auden's Mind, I can imagine them securing 
me on the ground and then pushing half a dozen tranquilizer shots into my 
legs. 

There are only two types of sincerity: sincerity, and the expression of fear. You 
can express gratitude or satisfaction or kindness, but there is no guarantee in any 
of these that the mood behind the expression will actually be there. These are, 
after all, expressions. The word 'fear' invokes the mood whether the emotion is 
there in the beginning or not. That's an essential difference and I know of no other 
word that does this. Language is very evident. Ours knows much too well how 
to invoke the whole set of our metaphysical agonies: It's a power game, another 
Indo-European prison. Pity is not a romantic notion, it is not a requirement that 
a writer express pity. If there is pity to be had for the people or characters he is 
writing about or the state of the world he is representing or suggesting through 
or independent of them, the reader will either detect it or not detect it. It's like 
an electrical current. It would have to be. No writer should try to represent pity, 
the more so as his awareness of it increases. For some cross female or male to 
say that it is a lack of pity in Maugham's novels and short stories and plays 
that segregates him from our weird pantheon of great writers, then we must 
segregate Tolstoy as well. We must declare Faulkner a sadist and then segregate 
him in classic American style: Lock-up, discard the key. Aldous Huxley knew 
we would end up with such concentration camps as these. Language is only 
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as evident as is the vacuum of maliciousness in our talking. Our language is 
only useful for saving and preserving lives. Else, it destroys. Any neutral ground 
must be declared, not found, as one finds the solidity of a rock, or the planar 
surface of a coffee cup, or the wavelength frequencies of the songs that birds sing 
or just chirp depending on which bird is vocalizing. You can be indifferent to 
these things, but not neutral. If you're neutral, you've got an attitude; one which 
has not chosen to take the side of saving and preserving lives, or sustaining 
indifference. It's the same thing in war. War always comes before prison in our 
special cultures, before incarceration. That's another thing. If we can get anything 
out of our language at all, we can get to our seed-concepts. Look at me. Look 
what I have to do. What would we do if the deconstructionists of the 20 lh century 
and the journalistic masters of story telling of the same century hadn't done some 
work? I would be completely lost. I'd have to invent it myself and so suffer self- 
doubt and grab at any of our metaphysical agonies every time I got desperate 
but still had to write. Poets have a job to do: They can't declare peace, but they 
can and do make it clear that it's the only respectable option (this is a lie, they 
do no such thing, they've gotten lazy and fat on the cultural equivalents of fruit- 
filled chocolates: I was not being truthful, I sank into the swamp of ambition; I let 
it go now, and forever more). Every time they synthesize sincerity with poetic 
stuff they make it clear (an extension of the lie). 

I will create an endless catalogue of journal entries: 

1. That intellectual expectations are never helpful, and qualitatively trite. That 
expectation is due where we have to make a tool that cuts a certain kind of object 
a at a certain angle b for a certain purpose c. I'll notice Veblen here, the poor 
wretch. 

2. That vibration frequencies sum to a heterological survival state in the body 
of an organism. That the standard model of Chomskian linguistics would either 
need to co-opt it, or totally resist its grip on recursion in animals, and thus die. 

3. That language can cut this way if you try very hard. 

4. That before a poem gets written one should use one's body and mind and 
speech and writing and cunning and intelligence to end the genocide in the 
Congo and save the mountain gorillas left in Uganda, Nigeria, Rwanda, and the 
Congo from extinction. 

5. What books do I have on my desk made in Spain? The Grass Harp, Inside the 
Whale and Other Essays, Light in August, 20 th Century Russian Drama, The Cancer 
Ward, and the July 2008 edition of National Geographic. In these four books and 
one magazine I can access the whole of human existence, I can access existence 
itself, denuded as it is, as it could not not be, as certain as death: Coeval with it 
and bounded by a different order of things than that of creation - but with an 
umbilical. 

6. "Strategic Arms Limitation Treaty I, Interim Agreement: Bilateral agreement 
between the US and USSR of five-year duration which froze the number of strategic 
ballistic missiles at 1972 levels. Construction of additional land-based ICBM silos 
were prohibited, while SLBM launcher levels can be increased if corresponding 
reductions are made in older ICBM or SLBM launchers. Modernization of launchers 
is allowed, however, if kept within specific dimensions." The incredible caveats 
written there. Marking the continuum of the nuclear - aerospace - weapons triumvirate. 
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Attribution to rat haus reality, ratical branch: http://ummiratical.org/. SALT II never 
ratified because of the Soviet Union's entrance into Afghanistan. My entry. I can access 
existence itself in a stack of books, denuded as it is, as it could not but be, as certain 
as death: Coeval with it, needing no more than a basic umbilical. Post-911 civilian 
targets and civilian targeting in Afghanistan early in the war the arch strategy of 
the American war machine. Convoys as displacements from that targeting getting 
targeted on the escape roads; at least one wedding, hundreds of bombings of rows 
of mud houses. Targeting social grids, the American prison. I will write the citations 
later. Tell me, why does not Unesco mark as world heritage sites the known sites 
of death-causing depleted uranium soil and water deposits and object coatings 
and DU microparticles embedded as grime and sludge in the unique dust of the 
Arabian sands? This is a serious question. It is not a serious question from me. It 
is one of our serious questions, of those that are of all time serious. One should 
think about it, all of the reasons it is so, and then do something about it. There are 
three places I know of that I can direct people to. One is in a Serbian village where 
people don't live anymore (they died-off soon after the Nato raids: Gorovich, bad 
man!), the other is in Iraq at a bazaar where young lanky teenage boys mingle and 
grin and the ground radiates from the soil-deposits as it would from the soil at 
the gates of Chernobyl's sarcophagus; the other is in Saudi Arabia at a port on the 
Persian Gulf not that far from the Kuwaiti border (A1 Jubail, Camp 13 isn't there 
any more). I was there, I knew the sand in the air in the morning - it blew around 
- and the blue gulf and the horrible choking bum-off of the ammoniac gasses at 
night leaking like bladed white lines into the unique desert air that is ubiquitous 
whenever it is morning in Arabia, it traffics the nostrils invigoratingly because 
one knows one is surviving in hell and not being killed off by it, it is such an anti- 
enervation to be there as a potentially doomed but brutally patient man. There are 
reasons Mecca is in that land, there is reasoning in the existence of Mecca. So then, 
where are the books about these great holocaust sites? Who's doing the history? 
Who's talking to the scientists? Where are the field workers and the statisticians? 
Where are the bleating NGOs in this particular game? They're working in the wars 
of preference. Look at how they hedge their budgets with relation to the potential 
bid value of the war (this is disturbingly many-faceted). They're siphoning off the 
little electricity made available by the US's erudite reconstruction of the electricity 
grids in Kabul. Cash for product. (National Geographic's mountain gorilla pieces 
are killing machines.) Yes, it is true. Failure in execution is the essence of art. How, 
in other words, can I ever render life, in the way that life is? There is a way that 
life is. No one can discredit an existential. 'I told you not to wander out in the 
dark. I told you 'bout the swans, that they live in the park.' What's my Army Boy 
doing, my beloved Marine? Are they out of prison yet? "It is all the American 
prison. We all who were bom in America go to war for her. Then she puts us away 
for a lifetime: a pension, a wheelchair, a mansion or a house in the remaining 
suburbs, or a ghetto, or worse, or illness and psychic wreckage. Or she takes 
us all the way to our carceral stage. Then she buries us, then she swallows us. 
Then it ends. We come to an end. That's her border. That's all she knows. The 
rest is up to us, or up to God, we don't know. We do not know what we pledged, 
what we might have pledged, and what it's going to do at the border, or after it." 
America's pitted against an 'it' that she never gets to know about. It's going to 
hurt. Depleted uranium is a waste product, a degraded isotope (U238) dumped 


37 


out into existence during the separation process from a more lethal and energetic 
isotope (U235), the latter used for energy-intensive purposes like power plants 
and nuclear weapons (in combination with other uranium isotopes). It's a matter 
of the calculated instances after that. One ton of depleted uranium eq. 2,000 
pounds of the same. Given a dispersion rate of 300 tons over a given interval (the 
duration of our average war, say, or the average duration of a bombing period in 
a strategic offensive, taking our aggression in Iraq as an example of such a sum 
(300 tons)), we arrive at roughly 600,000 pounds of depleted uranium radial with 
our earth and impounded like ticketed and stolen cars in it. At reported estimates 
of America's storage of it as a waste product (it is stored in barrels in underground 
locations across the country, and guarded across the country at lucrative rates for 
private contractors, some of whom were also contracted to build the reactors that 
did the separation and enrichment activities in the first place) it would take another 
1666.67 such instances in wars or massacres or waste-disposal-denudement-of- 
nature-and-people contracts and associated hegemonic policies to remove the 
waste from American soil completely. That's fucking evil. That is very fucking evil. 
Now imagine it for real. This time 'it' is us. Again. As it always was. As it has since 
we started. It's going to hurt someone. It's gonta to do some ruinin'. The least bit of 
me personally isn't gonta like it. What am I gonta do? 

I repent much. I can't retract it from its entrance into the world, but I repent 
it. It was already in the world, I only voiced it as others have done already 
and needed the same succors of it that I have needed. Therefore, I pray for its 
evidence. Theological dogmas would misunderstand me. I have voiced with as 
much love that there is when love presumably counteracts evil when Paul starts 
speaking of it in Corinthians. I have that much love in me to do that. I swear. 
I swear on the Cross that it is like this. 

What's parted so far in this land? What has broken the joints and is the 
creature still walking? The creature is no longer walking. As a lawyer cannot 
depart from facts in the ideal nature of that agreement between human beings 
and reality which is what we call law, so I cannot depart in that way here. The 
truth is not that America is dying, nor is she just surviving, nor is she latent 
with the American promise. The truth is that America died with the industrial 
revolution. That sounds to be a very simplistic and crassly dualistic statement. 
But it is a fact. It is a simple and incontrovertible fact. America's been dead for 
at least 170 years. Prison is structural, friend. Ever since the beginning of the 
colonial eras, explanation has been driven by historical enforcement. Again, 
prison is structural, friend. It thrives and expands once the real jaundice has set 
in. I personally watch it, daily, I have observed it, I have lived it. I have seen the 
statistics on drug crime, murder, real and per capita incarceration rates, both of 
which in America are greater than any other nation on earth. I have been thrown 
by the statistics. It has hurt and I have had to hold my head in my hands. I've 
had to hold my tongue. I'm not holding it any more. "Atticus, help me. I just need 
a short lease, to complete the book. I am not less than it, Atticus. It is not less than 
me, old friend, I tell you in truth that I have never seen anything like it. Give up 
your slaves, Atty. I am here in the 21 st century AD, you see. That means "after 
death." Do not have my books bound without a living and exploratory wage 
to the binders, else do not publish me at all. For I am "after death." It can't hurt 
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more than that. There can be no more salve, for they have given me a soul. It is 
not a false thing, Atty, but it is burdensome, the salves are different today, we've 
had wars that would make Caesar ruddy in the face. The Rubicon is different 
also. I mustn't tell you about that. Sleep well, Atty." 

Today is my birthday, I wrote to Atty last night. November 22, 1968 — 
November 22, 2008. When you're forty, it snows. And alas, we had our first 
snow today this very overnight. The morning is rocked with snow, I told you the 
swans, that they live in the park. I told you not to wander out in the dark. You 
must be darkness itself to walk in the dark, you must be to the dark a darkness 
yourself so that it trembles as you approach it. As you pass through it it must 
fall away as dead darkness from you. So that you are the only one left, bare 
and tree-like. This is AD, "after death." Let us renounce the dichotomies of the 
bitched mandarins. Unction and Charisma and the irrigation-lets watering the 
dry ditches in the hills' guts. In the mountains north of Thessaloniki, you can 
read the Philokalia, and say the Jesus prayer, "Lord Jesus Christ have mercy on 
me." When you leave, you end up returning to the sanguine lands of the world 
war. My birthday has been portentous. Gide has the same obsession as I had 
(he has told me so), and still holds onto as an old skein that the two of us had 
hoped to throw out. It is the day that Kennedy was taken out, more properly 
a bullet was put through his head, another through his neck, by snipers. 
His wife held her dead husband's bleeding head, what terror, the personal, 
American terror in her gut she must have been feeling. In 1968 it was King and 
another Kennedy. None of the three had allowed me to be bom before they 
were killed. I just ended up, like so many others born that day in 1968, stuck 
with a date in a year, and a year in a century. When you're forty with that, it 
does snow. What else could it do? The answer is nothing. When your forty with 
that, it snows. This is after the death of death. When with this you're forty, your 
thirties are gone and deadened-out, or killed-off. Death is left alone these days. 
We've got no analog for it. 

Depleted uranium is dispersed over calculated intervals and with quotients of 
its total existence organized by the Pentagon. We are implementing premeditated 
instances of population disposal. Waste disposal that factors-out as mass murder. 
Mass murder that factors-out as waste disposal. These are designed to protect 
the hegemony on all sides and from all sides. So I have perhaps submitted to 
the world a strategy of archiving personal experience and personal existence. 
So much for that strangeness. Stalks of watergrass peel out at the breezes. The 
breathing and dying afflatus, which probably never died, and probably never 
lived; because things are much too complex. Lukacs, Ibsen, Styron. I do not 
need long lists. Semprum. I am fine. Mailer. Capote. Bad-mouthing each other 
like brothers. So you see. It is nothing. In the end we are left with 500,000 dead 
children in less than a decade over a decade (they must have desired to set a record) 
of UN sanctions on Iraq throughout the 1990s. The statistic was an embryo; it 
grew new sets of statistics in the following decade. Everywhere. The prose is 
breaking down now. Fine. I should sleep. There is a day tomorrow, and there 
are many personal challenges. I have archived almost none of them, and I know 
why. Lukacs wrote all about it, but I'm no Lenin. But Marxism and Christianity 
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are no foes. What of it? What of it? Fuck. Seriously fuck. What's obvious. Reform 
crime and punishment all across the spectrum. Get real. 

I must get a biography of Janis Karpinski, if such a thing exists yet. Personally 
I would love to write it myself, as well as one on McCain. It would appear that 
there are very different motivations for the two different things when judged on 
the weirdly deft surfaces of time, but in reality the motivations I have for both are 
very similar and also judged on the weirdly deft surfaces of time. But I as well, 
as all, must pursue my goals in the framework of the tautologies of time (where 
I am limited, and where as yet nothing new about it has appeared in the history 
of life that I know of, unless secrets are being kept from me). But I must also 
pursue the tautologies of time themselves, and therefore I can't leave the possibility 
of these two biographies and their desired and factual associations in time go 
unmentioned. For there is some good history to be had there. At the age of 72, 
I calculate that McCain was born in 1935. 1 wonder where he was when we were 
fighting the Korean war (on whose behalf, I may not find consensus), aside from 
whatever schooling he may have been doing and being of service age at some 
point. If what exactly happened to him in Vietnam is still an open book (which 
to my understanding it is), then I wonder about the first proposition considering 
many things, including the fact of his father Admiral McCain and naturally 
many things. Call this sketch an outline of desire. Like any inadequate poem or 
story. And remember that reminders are never enough, my skin is plagued and 
shingled from that failure, I have had to move out of Laos into Cambodia, where 
none of you know that I reported only parts of my interceptions to Command HQ. 
That HQ sent an airborne Commando unit into the night to locate me and bind 
me in my hole so that I would never leave. I couldn't return ruined and defused 
and umbilical to my mother, I would have talked. Gabriel speaks, I died a long 
time ago in the rice fields there, the overflights ignored my serial number that 
I hacked out in the rice paddies; they ignored the serial numbers of others that 
I came to know before they died. We were a small community for a while with 
lots of contingency plans, so we slept miles apart from each other and invented 
methods of communicating. I don't know what happened to them after that. 
But if you want the knowledge of a certain kind of hindsight from a dead one 
like me. I'll tell you. I know how America sees its boys in uniform when in war. 
They don't see them as hardened men (men with plenty of hair on their bodies 
and a history of sperm dissemination in many women and worn images in their 
faces, that's what they've got in their unconscious about the whole fucking thing 
of being hardened). They see them as Olympians. Americans denude them by 
that. They believe that the older men, let's say thirty-up, with the images of worn 
and tested faces remolded many times by the harshness of circumstance, and 
a history of prostitutes and bearing more body hair, are less deserving of being 
Olympian. Only the older ones benefit in the transaction ironically enough— 
cash for product. We all pay for America, we all serve her in her wars, some 
of us pray for America, many of us pledge to her flag. A syndrome— be it the 
Gulf War syndrome, the Stockholm syndrome, whatever— is too weak to uphold 
this weight in a court of law. We're going to have to sweat out and cum-off our 
iconologies because Kennedy grew his spring oats and started ballooning his 
dangerous testicles in the yellow wake of the summer of 1950 (the Rosenbergs, 
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the other high profile red-naps of that year). Poor De Gaulle, Satroc. The 
penitentiary grounds ail with calls to us to throw away our watches and lance 
our wounds for records of injustice. Gabriel came down because something with 
a voice had to tell of the death on these grounds (for God has pursued death as 
he has pursued life). That America has chosen death. America is Death. Behold 
the dirt. Find succor in carrots and the basal plates of bulbs. Let no man tear your 
hands from this, lest thou wilt die: Build a prison on a place, the ground under it 
dies. I swear on the Cross. U238 hits the object and goes airborne-falling-to-the- 
ground at some place, the ground dies. Eq. the land on which prisons are built 
AND land contaminated by U238. Eq. Def. They are interchangeable: DEFCON 
predicates in a Defcon predicate function. Take this home with you warden. Take 
this home with you Petreus you deluded fuck-baby. These aren't word-prisons 
they're real. O we will have to extrapolate the truth in our legal system from 
the tectonics of the era-and-eon-plagued plates, but we'll get there, and we'll 
stuff you. We'll bring down the Centcom FFeist. We'll deconstruct the Stockholm 
robbery and weight the whole with whatever is necessary— balm, food, cloth, 
garb, logic, citations. 

Here are the steps that Einstein used to eke out the theory of relativity. Step 
1. Find out where our theories have consequences. Step 2. Find out where 
those consequences result in contradiction. Step 3. Check the contradictions 
to determine whether one can still work with them under conditions of 
relativity. Step 4. Demand invariance as a natural law. Step 5. Find the tools and 
transformation methods that will produce the invariances under experimental 
conditions. That's deconstruction. That is how you get to proof positive under 
difficult or near-to-impossible circumstances. That's what we're doing with the 
American prison. That's what we'll do with Centcom. We'll Defcon Centcom. 
We'll change literature. We'll change the world. We'll let minds live again. The 
Spirit will breathe. We'll free bodies. We'll give back the hearts that we took 
away. We'll turn the Stockholm robbery into another of Freud's luminal rockets 
against the haloed ones. We have to write this whole conundrum out for the love 
of the autistics, who seem to cavort in ways that suggest that they are willing to 
wait for us. They are wrong to do so. 

"I understand the causes all too well, judge. Therefore I understand your 
reasons. Your are plagued by them. Because you can never own or understand 
causation; as a result the effect will also elude you. You've got to build prisons, 
invent event horizons, and formulate legal codes and statutes to deal with that 
fact; it is understandable that you must have many people pay for it by precedent. 
But did you know that this makes you out to look like a recidivist offender? You 
build up a whole archipelago of reasons — it's your framework; it's our crime and 
punishment grid. Technically speaking, the whole thing can be reversed in the 
other direction; it is symmetric. 

We have a record on the only man that Richard Cheney ever shot; well, 
to our knowledge the only one. It was Harry Whittington. Shot in February 
2006. Before that Harry served on the Texas Board of Corrections and on the 
bonding authority that builds prisons. Harry said of prisons that they "are to 
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crime what greenhouses are to plants." Molly Ivins wrote on February 13 of 
that year that Harry believed that "the severity of sentences has no effect on 
crime." He said, or recommended, that most of the people in prison belong in 
psychiatric centers. The actions of the agent of this shooting of Whittington, 
who, according to Molly was "seriously civilized, particularly on the issues 
of crime, punishment and prisons" were not spun, they were manifestly 
reformed, thrown into a moribund and amoral orbit by the agent's, that is to 
Cheney's, "advisor": "He was not careless or incautious (and did not) violate 
of any of the (rules). He didn't do anything he wasn't supposed to do." Of 
course those words are beyond reproach, they simply say that the patient, Mr. 
Cheney, is a reformed man, has had his body-hair removed, has returned to 
the cradle. This is getting hackneyed, but the following is perversely relevant; 
Molly wrote that Harry was wont to point out that "the only thing prisons 
are good for is segregating violent people from the rest of society." But I was 
not wholly aware that Texas keeps non-violent incarcerants and the mentally 
retarded locked-up. To summarize, Whittington is the man who Richard 
Cheney shot in the chest in a hunting accident. Scooter Libby knew about the 
dead ground. The charges in his indictment left him only dead ground. He 
must have understood something about the prison-State, and the prison-state. 
He must have understood that he was in the carceral stage of his life. He has 
famous words: "They turn in clusters, because their roots connect them." He 
understood the treachery of the archipelago and the grids all too well. He was 
turned out to the basal plates in the dirt to suffer the meager fare of the constant 
gardener. I suspect he understands his good fortune by now. 

They took Tookie Williams out in late 2005. His lawyers put him in a trap. He 
was trapped on all sides. He wasn't the animal. For me, it snowed on my 40 th 
birthday. In the year of the Iguana. It touched me as every year does. It snowed 
and I had made it through my thirties with the help of God, else I don't know 
what. I truly do not. The coma took me away from people for two weeks. Eq. to 
a dozen lethal mushrooms. No brain damage. The induced vomiting that my son 
and wife induced me to saved me. And the toxicologist the hospital brought in 
from another city, who told my wife that there had never been in his been a case 
so severe in his country, irrespective of whether survival prevailed or did not. 

I will gather statistics on capital punishment from each state from each year. 
From papers in the gov's office to words gone airborne on the subject and on 
the individual cases of death row inmates themselves, and their records in 
that office; in his limousines, in the back-rooms and corridors of power where 
the govs and their friends caucus for the slow civil death of sectors of the 
population. They all hope together in reported seances (I have heard about 
them, I'm not going to source it, it's not my problem at this point, never was) 
that the other sectors of society will find it to be a pleasant intoxicant; like 
a football game watched with friends at the home a friend, with chips, crackers, 
and beer, and wives. Plenty of subliminals to trigger the mental tics (messaged 
thought-blocs) in known quantities of people, plenty of Mussolini for Skinner 
and Chomsky holding hands with Sowell in the Quad, spare me my rights to 
be excused for this please, don't insult my intelligence. I will validate all reports 
possible with regards to the words, documents, and verbal reports of and on 
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the men and women who were governing those states at those times. I will 
bring in specialists in modality in the English and other languages to neutralize 
any foolish or stupid legal interpretations of things said or legal concepts 
and precedents proposed, suggested, put-forward, exhibited, or judged; for 
declaratives, conditionals, interrogatives, and so forth; conditionals especially; 
I will evfen add my knowledge in that field to the core of it if I can. I'll ask these 
linguists, grammarians and philosophers to factor in time and aspect as much 
as is possible, even separately if necessary. I will investigate their history prior 
to their governorships. The routes into the histories of Bush the Texas gov and 
Schwarzenhager the California gov may be the most accessible. This is so not 
just because of the documented facts of their warped personalities but the death 
and carrion that they left in their paths in life and in the paths to power. And 
due to the number of executions, stays, stays denied, and other variants during 
their governorships (a set of comparative statistics, obviously). A governorship 
is a terrible thing to give. An education is a terrible thing to waste. The 
possibilities encumbered in that stupid conundrum are finite but huge. Imagine. 
Just think of the romance in it, the love, the unencumbered affairs of the heart to 
be released; the agile and thorough and unangered time and money and people 
for the education of tens, of hundreds of thousands of young minds in America. 
Like the stories stored away in the story teller's mind. Let the dead bury their 
dead. For some of us they're still alive. That's a hazardous norm to the State that 
has to be wrestled with or killed. "Prison" gets used as a crafty metaphor for 
anyone uncured or not having passed through the chosen rituals of passage. 
Then "war," the same. Stem-child to war, prison awaits crimes against war, 
each war; it is receptacle and the ampoule for those crimes, for those minds 
and bodies and names and actions and moods and opinions and histories of 
the violators against war. Make wars against crimes against wars. That would 
a be new kind of war crime; made in the USA. War on teen pregnancy (teen 
pregnancy is the enemy of the war on teen pregnancy, so we have to war on it; 
if we war on it, it must be our enemy), war on crime (crime is the enemy of war 
on crime, so we have to war on it; if we war on it, it must be our enemy), war on 
drugs (drugs are the enemy of the war on drugs, so we have to war on them; if 
we war on it, it must be our enemy), war on terror (terror is the enemy of the war 
on terror, so we have to war on it; if we war on it, it must be our enemy; Ibsen 
would love me for this), each maintained with its own collection of statutes 
and precedents growing and spreading like weeds; and at the end of the line 
comes the punishment for crimes against war— that construction that we call 
prison, that thing webbed-in with our thoughts and words. It's a human body 
locked up, essentially. I'm tempted to a rather competent play on words — death 
row being what it is, there can be the death of that row. There's no difference 
between that and a body that's been locked up. It's natural law. There must 
be frequent occasions of vitamin B on the body for life to go on, but the death 
of those vitamins may or may not in the end depend on the fossil deposits 
of bodies. That throws death row in doubt. It's death may be an immediate 
refraction or a more disciplined and cautious reflection of the mysterious and 
undivided light of truth. War is over. December 3, 2008. That's an awful lot of 
deconstruction today. December 3, 2008. 
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Living with History. 

I have a parallel eye. I've got the thousand yard stare. (When Dana walked in 
I lost my breath. I don't know why.) Literature is infinite. "To live in history is 
to cease to be a protestant." Very well. To live outside history is to be corporate. 
Very well. Happy X-Mass. From the Americans. We're not all that bad. Some of 
us like each other. Some of us don't like each other. I haven't got any more stories 
to tell. 

Monkeys in history. 

Eye ripped away at Nard and gave him a second asshole. Nard liked it 
better with just one. He complained to Eye about it. Eye was uninterested and 
threatened to give him a third one. Nard walked away quickly, cowering. Eye 
beat his chest and grunted. 

How to premeditate a document? Not to scorn it beforehand. To love it. Puffs 
of smoke rising out of the side of the earth. Fires on the embankments. Three or 
four instances, rather quiet. It looked like they had some intention to canvass- 
out. 

Crime and punishment. 

Crime and punishment constitute the continuum of life. Each person is 
marked by this in a way that is absolutely analogous to marking in language (for 
example gender marking in English versus Latin). Every analysis is probably 
done in these terms, as every analysis probably has always gravitated to these 
terms naturally. So I have to ask you, what is a writer? What is that term all 
about? Because conventional, nuclear, biological, germ and laser weaponry are 
borne-out of that continuum; and for me my question would be meaningless 
without it. 

The monkey-chain. 

"Dear God please. . . keep my neurosis within certain necessary limits. . . . 
Okay. . . . Amen." We're going to have to look closely at the Freudian picture of 
childhood. To go nuclear, to go ontogenesis. Probing childhood, it's that vastly 
infinite and necessary. I had not known for so long. It took too long. It shouldn't 
have happened. I've got to go nuclear now, at this point, I have no choice but 
to do this. I have to do it. Hell on it. Thanks to George W. Bush we can think of 
the American prison as a moral conception. What a salve. I may have to draw 
remittances. Stale floor meeds. Shame on Gov. Schwarzenegger. Shame on the 
United States Supreme Court. Shame on the California Supreme Court. Shame 
on the 9th Circuit Court of Appeals. Shame on us. Big time. His lawyers referred 
to Tookie's "redemption" as the final appeal for his life. It must have been 
obvious to them, they were not stupid men: America's idea of "redemption" is 
built on the fundamentalist ideation of punishment that it (punishment) cannot 
ever, ever possibly be obviated for whatever reason (because there are none). 
When it was obvious to all that he would not "apologize for his crimes" (because 
he never pleaded guilty to any of them) and that he would not "he to save his 
life" (with the statement that he "wanted to live" coupled with it), an appeal 
to his "redemption" to justify a commutation to life was the way his lawyers 
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killed him. Americans predicate redemption on subjugation, and he would not 
be subjugated, for he could not ask for a redemption predicated on the crimes 
he was accused of committing. His lawyers knew this. His case for what he 
continued to claim was his innocence was actually very, very strong. Just look at 
the record. Christ, it's unbelievable. The only place I saw it seriously mentioned 
was in a posting on an internet petition for a stay of his execution to the wretched 
Terminator, by the co-author of some of his books, a lady, unsurprisingly. You 
may look it up yourself. 1 know they attempted it in the courts. Chalk that up 
with the fact that you're dealing with a Governor who said at one time that 
he had an "inner Nazi," built his financial Empire (without regret, apparently) 
on playing a Terminator who blew people away with the most withering and 
visceral violence, what were they thinking? I pause. Now I think. Good old 
Scooter Libby: "They turn in clusters, because their roots connect them." Poor 
old Harry Whittington. You see, by that time the USG had already begun to spy 
on Quakers. It just all fits together like a monkey-chain. I don't like it any more 
than you do. 

I have to pull back and stand forward simultaneously. It is retrenchment for 
what retrenchment has always been and for what it has always served, which 
cannot be named, but is. Now that we can think of prison as a moral conception 
we do not have to wreck anyone with rules or formulations on something or 
other made up to protect the gate-keepers from their self-engendered memories 
(that's when history gets written). This can cut in a million different directions 
though. One must be cautious but forthwith. It is where ardor cums-off with 
a woman whether it is supported by the frame of a bed or not. It's death to the 
monkey-chain. War is over. If you want it. (It's a fucking subjunctive tautology 
for Christ's sake. Fuck it all else. Live with it. Sit on your ass and complain about 
history and do fucking nothing and be fucking complicit. Dig your own grave, 
'cause you're gonna have to bury your own dead. Write your fucking novel.) 
Just as you wish. If you people wish to put yourselves outside of the Judeo- 
Christian history completely, go ahead. Just as you wish. Although I do not 
understand you, it is explainable. You would not have been able to colonize if 
you had not squashed it. But don't be surprised that you find yourself burning. 
There's nothing clerical about this. It's kibosh, which is Gaelic. Karma. Just as you 
wish. 

Guerrillas. 

Are there too many guerrillas in the stretch of possible expressions to reach 
a meaningful human theorem? In fact, the stretch is a bunch of parental guerrillas 
chains. This is what happens: Man becomes a plagued theorem. War isn't over. 
We don't want it. Well. 

Theaters One. 

'You are gay?' 

'Yes, for 30 million years now.' 

'Ah, it is the angels, and the amber.' 

'Yes. It is.' 

'Do you walk the night alone?' 
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'I have never needed to. It has not always been like this, like it is today, you 
understand?' 

'You mean the pain of war.' 

'Yes. That is what I mean.' 

'Can it be brought back?' 

'It actually never left. We just changed.' 

'I don't know what to say.' 

'There is no reason to say anything. We have already tried that.' 

'It never leaves you, does it?' 

'Never.' 

Someone turns a table. 

'Why did you do turn that table?' 

'I don't know. 3.141592653.' 

Theatres 2. 

Shot-guy: Mr. Cheney shot me last week; he pulled away my fingernails first. 
This week he talked up some dudes so that he could deny me my rights. Yesterday 
he named me an enemy combatant. Today he let me die in Darfur. There was this 
guy named Bush watching on all the time. Seemed to be nodding. So I said to the 
mojo-fuck: 'We are all gay; we are all indigenous.' 

Shot-guy's interlocutor: 'You have to forgive man his ignorance and avarice.' 

Shot-guy: 'Fuck-all I do.' 

Shot-guy’s interlocutor: 'Fuck-all you do.' 

Shot-guy's interlocutor: 'In ghetto uprisings, the blame must always be cast on 
government. That is one of our social truisms, and has been repeated throughout 
history." 

Shot-guy: 'Fuck-all.' 

Shot-guy: 'Don't screw with my shit.' 

I do not know what will happen to my work on this earth. I do know that 
God owns the registrar. I am content with that. There is nothing wrong with 
paying the ultimate price for one's work. We're just doing what other men and 
women do. It's the common ampoule for the living when they die and when 
they're living. Reinvention is our raw deal. There's nothing new under the sun. 
I'm ramping-up a vocabulary, you see, my own wretched domain. 

Alone in the leftovers of Christianity. I am alone in the leftovers of Christianity. 
It was the Soviet Union that finally demonstrated that to the world. It was our 
like-minded reactions that re-enforced the demonstration. Solzhenitsyn said 
that the prevailing commercialist reflexes thereafter imposed by America and 
others required "ideological defenses against the west." His declaration that the 
Russian Orthodox Church could save the world was unfortunately (for him, I am 
sad to say) a genre that was too desperate to ever take hold. Camus was easier 
than that. So the people in the menage of the Soviets submitted the last, and 
ultimate, pay-out, the largest pay-out in the history of Christendom. They took 
care of this for us. Go to the Cancer Ward. Historians will not speak of that broken 
continuum. They will do what they can to keep it off-limits to the Holocaust, 
and narrate the latter as a castle to be protected by crenellation. I can understand 
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that. But it is not a truth. The poets have been pre-occupied with survival; they 
have reflected many prisons and sometimes persons, outside their heads and 
inside. Things have been in quite a haste. I'm a kind of a leftover, unless I can 
draw it into the dray fields of the penal codes, which are littered with mines, like 
blood littered on Agamemnon's floor. Like Auden's rude and ruddy mind, as 
impolitely sanguine as Caesar's blood-letting after the Rubicon. 

It is a raw miracle that prisoners never become revanchist hawks. But the 
logic of it is unbeatable. Books and time, time and books, the mess, the guards, 
spoon-knives, a routine, rules. It's my day at work, but without the books. Abook 
unpresent is a book that is just a man on his bunk, a quiet wall and the tasteful 
succor of a cigarette: a prisoner could never go corporate or bare the ethnic 
claw. He might somehow, through an improbable gathering of circumstances, 
get caught up in one of those two or both, but he could never believe in either 
of them. Prisoners are the anti-theses of every kind of legitimist. A prisoner 
learns to control his mayhem because it is the endemic nature of a prisoner (his 
private nature, not ours: we aren't going to discard our lanyards just to keep 
Euclid pimping) to dwell on death, which Plato extolled an alloy-meditation 
(and his Christian scions admonished us with as a needful remembrance lest 
we forget the coming of our passage). Their daily involvement in it is a threat 
to the war machine that gave them their second Christening, a jail sentence. 
I swear on the Cross this is true. Meanwhile I and my other free comrades are 
told to spill Agamemnon's guts. After we take care of it we throw away our 
watches and watch them spin into an orbit that the State is not able to control. 
If they see us do it, they lock us up too. Human beings have a lot of anterooms, 
that is nothing more than an abundant given. Given that, we've got grist for 
the mill. Let Auden and his follower's die off quickly, please. There's no such 
thing as "the sensuous man-in-the-street" (not even counting the disingenuity 
of a hyphenated man, and his ability to think it of another, and perhaps even 
himself) or "the romantic lie" 'folded' in his "brain" (Hemingway would have 
mocked this as the crockery of an old woman; and he would have been right 
about it). That's hackney, a pure plague on us. Unfair and pretentious, an 
award-template for his sciony, a maraud bearing literature to its death. It must 
be the mill, the grist, again, a-fucking-gain. It's the war machine. It's Mother 
Teresa sucking-off Baby Doc, it's (with reference to a certain C.H.) the theory 
versus the practice and worse, the Stockholm Cult, the whole damn complex, 
the cum and the blood on the taxi seats littered by congressmen and the 
corporate centurions. Cosial tarctonc, denude! Fathom! EVENT! Phalampomx! 
Plague Them! Fool Them! Tell Them They Lie And Consume Like Fuckers 
And Bastards, Unworthy Of Esteem! Teach Them The Meaning Of Esteem! 
Dictionaries Please! Auden, Fuck Us, Wise Man, Reverend Of Our Sciony! 
MasterMind Of DocTrops FuckUp With Mary Magdalena! 

Call To Order: Auden Is A ComdomiteBastard! FeckHim! FragHim! 

Call To Order: MotherTeresa Is A DiaphragmaticBitch! FuckHer! FragHer! 

Call To Order: MassFuck! Will! Speak! MassFuck! Will! Make-A-Fuss! Make- 
A-Fuss! Will! MassFuck! 
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Well, then. An Iraqi T-72 hit by a Sabot, a rod of depleted uranium. Quantal 
grades of pressure moving all the way to a near-vacuum, annihilating live bodies 
inside, the uranium ignited by the friction of the penetration sending radioactive 
dust into the earth's crust and dome. A regular vortex sculpted by Gaudier and 
endorsed by Pound. 

This punctured grave was moved to the Port at A1 Jubail, which connected 
me to my work over a decade later, which connected to the Tapline Road, 
which eventually turned into The Choke Point. Every day, 360 miles, passing 
the dead-Indian camp at Ras Tanurah, filling up our beasts with unleaded. Just 
a note: My male ego was getting devastated and denuded; a repatriation- 
well, came prison. Sabots are sexy mother-fuckers, rod-to-hottoddy in the 
desert squall, there's a precious anti-enervation of acids and dust in the air 
in the morning in Jubail, where Camp 13 does not exist anymore. It is the 
ultimate, beating the often-foretold doom by simply surviving. I am happy 
I never had to go North to Hell at The Choke Point; though at least I would 
have had the theory of armed cover in my mind. At least that. Not the SERE 
program at least that. Not the upgrading of the SERE program, anything but 
that; combat by recon, shuttling convoys, whatever, anything else is fine with 
me. Anything. 



Dear Society: I don't want to be your backdoor man. I don't want to be the 
one who has to tell you that CNN has the hold of a Comintern on America. 
I don't want to be the one who has to tell you that everyone from the Queen of 
England to the hounds of hell know about this. So your cell differs. I'll tell you. 
Like my cell differed when it became a carcinogen the moment I tugged on 

a joint laced with LSD, and cracked. 
I'll leave you when the summer 
comes along, after undersecretary 
Wolfowitz and secretaries Ashcroft 
and Rumsfeld beg to be netted and 
riven by Scooter Libby's annals of 
love. I want to see them beg the 
court for execution before I leave 
you. I want to see Ashcroft and 
CNN apologize to Lindh before 
I leave you. I want to see Lindh 
free before I leave you. I want to 
see CNN and the BBC studied 
by a thousand lawyers before I leave you. I want to see the end of serialized 
information cycles before I leave you. I want to see the breakdown of our 
weapons of choice before I leave you. I want it to be made clear that I have 
no reason to trust anyone who has not lived through the tangible aspects of 
life before spreading their germs, before I leave you. I want everyone who 
advocates anything to come out and say that they are theoreticians and have 
never understood angels before I leave you. Although I do pine for Kazin and 
Hemingway; but they were not advocates. 
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Somewhere on Mars. Two people. 

A. A level nothing. 

B. No. 

A. Yes. 

B. I'll need a tailored suit for a level nothing. 

A. I don't see why. 

B. The wheel's it. 

A. Aha. So sudden as that. 

B. Just so sudden. 

A. It's technical. . . . 

B. The tailor's dead. He's dead. I didn't want to tell you. 

A. Ah. (Disheartened) But there are others. 

B. No there aren't. There aren't any others. We'll take care of it though. 

A. Right. Okay. 

A. Do you hear? 

Voice-1: (Directly) There's a slippage in the darker manifold. Folds you up and 
tans you for the next life. 

A: Did you hear that? 

Voice-2: It's the 'Shades.' 

B: I heard it. 

Voice-1: (Aggressively) Fuck-all it's the 'shades.' 

A: What's he saying? 

B: Wait. . . . 

Voice-2: (The same in return) Fuck your dear heart on that. 

A: He said 'fuck your dear heart.' 

B: Listen. . . . 

Voice-1: (As if the deed had already been done, looking away) Fuck your dear 

heart. 

The voices stop. 

There is a slippage in the darker manifold. Plain and easy. Like in Nevada. Where 
my torments aren't given names, half-dream, a low feed of mild hallucinogens 
sieved next to the cactuses; unhunted there; I can love without naming, oooo 
baby baby I love my torments, there are many like them, but these are mine 
('daaaance the night away'). O forgive me my crassness, it is my weakness, my 
longest image, I am afraid it scares the inhabitants, o yes, the Crimea, the Bay 
Area, yesssss, Malta was insipid though. Time to lynch me for all of that, all of 
that level nothing and level everything, time to finally lynch me for it; I haven't 
paid-out in full. . . time to go, I know, I know, 'hello, hello, with the light's out. . . 
entertain us.' Dad's elephant was killed by Mama in '73, haven't you ever known 
that, o come, surely, well now that's okay if you don't, we sacrifice for our thrills. 
In Copenhagen, I told you not to walk out in the dark, and I told you that the 
swans, that they live in the posh part of the district in the fifth estuary. I told you 
that the northern European wind blows there and that it is strange. I told you 
that there were dead Iraqi bodies floating in the ice with the geese. I told you 
they would get hemmed in by it. I told you. I told you. I told you about these 
things. I told you about his informers. I told you that they stalk. I told you that it 
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wasn't worth it. I told you you'd die there. I told you that was where they would 
take you out. I even told you about the hit. I'm going to let you die off now with 
the words. . . wor-o-a-r.d.ts.s 


A dream of people passing through a loop. Coming out of it with happy 
smiles on their faces and saying, "I am historical." Each one of them knew that 
at that moment, that that was what had happened. For the rest of their lives, for 
a thousand years, they were never hindered from saying "Don't ask me, what 
you know is true." Human beings must love one another. They must copulate 
and feel. Ride with the given. 


What we'll end with. 

We know that the prison population bears two million Americans at any one time . 
We know that there are two million different minds with trillions of individual 
memories and stories and thoughts; we know that each person incarcerated is 
a sperm or an egg bank in their own right (unless age or injury or defect has 
denied that rank). The latter two are the most difficult; for the wardens, for the 
authorities of the State, and for me; now think how difficult it must be for the 
ampoules of those banks: the people in the prisons themselves. Each one the owner 
of thoughts, memories, and a groin; and the ambiguity of the heart; and a mind; 
and opinions. That is a very, very serious brew. Each has been excommunicated; 
each excommunication comes with a different set of rules attached to it; therefore, 
each host, the imprisoned one, by the nature of things setting up their own aspect, 
their own privately rendered coloration of all of this, or they do not survive. I do 
not see any junctions between those privately created colorations in the minds and 
miens of those persons, and the rules that made such adaptation necessary. Any 
such junction would be prepared by legalists, with the sorting contracted to other 
vestments in the system. A junction is orthogonal without all of this. But there are 
grids. If there were not I could not have written these words. The grids between 
the private aspects and colorations that prisoners create to survive, and the rules of 
their excommunication, have their own dimensions, needs, and half-lives. Let it be 
then. You know, it is not as if a man or a woman in prison cannot see that industries 
have revolving doors and that entities that have revolving doors are industries. It 
is not as if the board members on the bonding authorities do not know this as 
thoroughly as prisoners get to know it. Any of those two million men and women 
at any one time passing through the revolving door will do fine with this, whether 
we reform the system or not. It is only we who stand to learn from them. This is the 
hardest way to tell it. Who of us goes through life without our own dimensions, 
needs, and half-lives? Who of us does not reach the carceral stage one or more 
times in a lifetime? Scooter Libby always has these famous words: "They turn in 
clusters, because their roots connect them." We owe a lot to Scooter Libby. We have 
no right to behave righteously with him. We owe a lot to John Lindh. Neither he 
nor we owe anything to CNN. CNN and Ashcroft owe a lot to John Lindh. When 
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CNN hawked down on the boy as he lay prostrate and manacled near Kabul, 
America's carceral system was shown to have ego; it was shown to be a risk to 
our lives. CNN put in motion the inexorability of the boy's prolonged torture and 
rendition; they saw fit to gill and to rive at Ashcroft's public mawing of the boy; 
they prepared his dogsbody before he was rendered out of sight. They wanted 
to own the whole of the narrative; they wanted to own all unstated rights to the 
boy's mental states and the placement of his body, ultimate and in-provision, living 
or dead, rendered or tried, and critically, the dreadful steps in-between, which we 
now know about. Loyalists to Centcom and Wolfowitz in 2003, CNN would have 
toed the same chalked-line to Trotsky and the Comintern in 1943: Basal plates 
turning in the dirt for old Libby. Placed by hands in the aura of my fortieth year 
these basal plates from Libby's reduced and saddened spade, when with all of 
that settled in lore after the long hour of four decades (childhood, adulthood, and 
fuckhood), the snow is inexorable and the children are resurrected to gain tow 
and toe on our ruination of the manifold, on the carrots thrown into the middle 
of the street simply because the writer wants to find out what the ambiguity 
of the stem-pushed term means (tied to a bed, having hitched himself up to its 
metal posts to demonstrate the inconsequence). Carrots : Writer; Endemic : Intrinsic; 
Non-endemic : Extrinsic. Black hole sun. Decolonial mantra. Mantra-time. 'Don't 
poop out. Culver! Not in my prison! Your ass is mine! Now and after the ass-fools 
discharge your ass! Hear me. Culver! Get the fuck up! This is where we live! This 
is where we die! Slowly! But you get the fuck up now Culver or I'll barbecue your 
ass like it was Harry Truman's dream of fire and destruction in the Euphrates! Do 
You Understand Me! Are you fucking dead. Culver! Your ass is hereby nuked! 
Corporal, come here!' 

Truth is repulsive. Almost no one can stand it. I think of Scooter Libby and 
Vince Foster in the same thought, often. Bernie Nussbaum declared that he 
believed that had Vince Foster lived, no independent counsel would have been 
appointed during the Clinton administration. That is a very messy statement, 
and it is a rude and ruddy tautology (incomprehensible to me): it was Mr. 
Foster's death that forced the White House to appoint an independent counsel. 
I end up posturing the skeletal delineaments of my non-person standing at the 
bridge over the fifth lake in the posh district of Copenhagen; the geese corralling 
in the iced waters below the ramparts of the ancient bridge at a time in the night 
that I can feel is on the cusp of being too late. I observe, and I observe. I end 
up posturing end-games for cults and banks in Stockholm: I succumb to the 
presence of that syndrome; the mad and elemental presence of the carceral ego 
on display. You may look it up, and then tend to me. You may preen me, or 
refuse to forego the suggestion of a command, if you are so shy about it: that 
I preen you. Else, it is the default position: you forego nothing, you are not shy, 
you order me to preen you without hesitation. I am galled. I am Tess; Tess of The 
D'Urbervilles. 

I was Tess at one time, two half-lives before now. Before that, I had been Alec; 
Alec was summoned to the war-machine; where he worked, and drove, and 
in the sands coughed dust and watched small Indians limping around their 
sleeping grounds in the daylight with petrol sticks and small eyes on watch; if 
it was metaphysical it was bloody metaphysical. The one who eyed me every 
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morning, the short one, his childishly conniving little peepers peeping out at me 
from between his unarched forehead and the desert scarf covering his mouth 
and nose and wrapped around his neck-area up onto his skull, was a special 
creature; passive, thoughtful; altogether dumb but not stupid. (He would not 
have known what it meant to be called a creature.) He always dumbfounded 
me; I felt the shyness in the power attributed to the color of my skin exposed; as 
an important part of the power, but put there by the mind as a counterweight (to 
keep me down, to suppress the rapacity of the central T in that world, which in 
earthly terms is a region). They have learned about us; they listen to us, each day, 
filling up our tanks (before us there were others like us, and after us there would 
be more; but they had a sense of permanence there, a sense of responsibility 
that the West will never understand, which they carried with them from the 
Sub-continent); and we drive into oil-stained cement grounds where they pump 
the gas and take our signatures, and their outdoor beds under the desert sky; 
or inside the garages that could be looked straight at but not into (for they were 
dark) as we sat at our steering wheels waiting. He looks at me. He is passive, 
thoughtful, dumb and not stupid; he understands my carceral stage in life at this 
time better than I; he understands that it is not just in my life, but in human life, 
but that I possess this one, and that there are many like it, and that those things 
are a very important coupling on earth and in the world. He and his brothers 
have learned more about us by the osmosis of watching than we have learned 
about them flipping through Time magazine; of course Time doesn't report on 
these little ones in the desert; they are the dogsbody labor force of the Gulf, 
they're not very convenient. 

Islam's Mecca was a historically required thing; as if the justification were 
necessary. The more the monkey-chain lengthened its grasp and fastened 
across the earth, the clearer became the heart's need for a coarser, ruder, more 
implacable sense of paradise; the more the mind begged for etiquette. The 
broken bed-frames were already foretelling the colonial in Christendom; the 
scent was there; so was the insomnia. The dogsbodies of the earth wanted 
a world not an earth. Earths alone are bare. Later came the false appositive 
(which was also a false positive): bolshevism and its repulsive simians and out- 
growths; its existence was an arbitrary loss. People don't seem to understand; 
people want a world on earth, and their earth to be in a world. Survival 
hangs a good deal on it; we aren't that stupid. The shy minds of the children 
of America, grown or still young, and the blue sky doesn't help, nor do the 
parental chains. There are no wonders in our social domains; there are no real 
confusions that attorneys general can truthfully attest to. Not Waco, not Ruby 
Ridge, not the Murrah building, not even Jonestown and the Moscone debacle, 
which was an undeclared but signatured surety months before the murders; 
accurate testaments will never come from the government. Prosecutions are 
sure to come; as are their cancellations when the government sees that the 
raw exposure and reportage will show its deep involvement; rightful titles to 
arraignment are sure to be denied. All of which removes the world from the 
earth, and the earth from the world; everything which the shy children of the 
mammoth have ever wanted, all of it and everything. 
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Approaching literature on any other terms than caution is a mistake. For 
example, it is absolutely similar to an efficient approach to the categories of good 
and evil, which are also submissive to grammar. Not doing this is always the 
first mistake. After that, the would-be assessment is lost. The eye, to exercise 
subtlety to the effect of realistic calibration of persons and events, has to move 
in neutrally, and hold reality to the ground, as one puts weights on one's papers 
when a near window is open. Human beings want this, in so far as that not only 
do they have to contend with living on an earth that is separated from a world 
(decency denied), but also in a world that has little respect for an earth that 
all of these people depend on for their aesthetic lives and real survival. But to 
have to repeat this separation when encountering novels, which are supposed to 
address this sort of thing and have done so throughout the history of the form, 
and other forms of prose, must be a major depressant for them. 

Therefore, Evil is. One approaches it as one approaches a squandered literature. 
Agents of state-terror have stooled and spilled blood in their heads. Like the 
Chinese bodies piled high against stooled pine stumps in the bland dunes of 
Korea. 

Agents of state-terror have stooled and spilled blood in their heads, not 
naturally flowing blood. Everything which the shy children of the mammoth 
have never wanted. 

Amoral probity is also the most intense and truly psychological device we 
have for getting at and then telling the truth about things that have happened; it 
can be about Harvey Milk, Diane Feinstein, Dan White, Willy Brown and George 
Moscone, the Jonestown Massacre and its sly concurrence with the assassination 
of Moscone and Milk; to the history of the trials and legal representations of Tookie 
Williams; to the realistic depiction of The Crips, the Weather Underground, or 
the BCCI, or Saco and Vanzetti. It doesn't matter. But neutrality is not the way; it 
is always a conscious evasion of responsibility, and it therefore always fails and 
defames justice as an idea and destroys it in the particular instance. The basic rule 
of inference between an analysis and an investigation of events where people are 
involved is — and what one later says about it, is — a pure rendering of modus 
ponens: p -| X- It is the only way in which jurisprudence can proceed without 
executing minors and doing the same with adults on the basis of unproven 
assumptions. MP gets killed off entirely; it is structurally violated, which leaves 
the traces of guilt in the minds of the persons judging and deciding on the fates 
of individuals, and on literary representations of individuals caught up in the 
maelstrom of life by their deeds and their unavoidable presence in the world. 

August 2008— December 2008 
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